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HE Commons of England have a Right of Petition- 

ing ; and fince by your Place in the Senate you are 

oblig d to hear and redreſs the Subject, I preſume up- 
on the Privilege of the People, to give you the folliau- 
ing Trouble. | 

As Prologues introduce Plays on the Stage, ſo Dedication 
uſher them into the great Theatre of the World; and-as 
aue chuſe ſome ftanch Actor to adareſi the Audience, /o 
eve pitch upon ſome Gentleman of undiſputed Ingenuity to 


recommend us to the Reader. Books, like Metals, require 


to be flampt with ſome valuable Effigies before they be- 
come popular and current. \ | 
To eſcape the Criticks, 1 refolv'd to take Sanctuary with 
one of the bet; one wha differs from the Fraternity in 
this, That tis Good. nature is ever predominant ; can 
diſcover an Author's ſmalleft Faults, and pardon the 
rreateſ}, 3 0G 5 
: Yoar generous Approbation, Sir, bas done this Play ſer- 
evice, but has irjur'd the Author ; for it has made him 
inſuſferably vain, and he thinks himſelf autheriz'd to 
fland up for the Merit of bis Performance, when ſo great 
a Mafter of Wit has declar'd in his Fauour. TL 
The Muſes are the moſt Coguetiſb of their Sex, fond of 
Being admir'd, and always putting on their beſ Airs to 
the fineſt Gentleman: But alas, Sir! Their Addreſſes are 
flal:, and their fine Things but Repetition; for there is 


PL nothing new in Wit, but what is found in ycur own Con- 


ver/ation. | 

Cou'd I write by the help of Study, as you talk with- 
out it, I wou'd venture to ſay ſomerhing in the uſual 
Strain of Dedication ; but as you haue too much Wit to 


ufer it, and I too little to undertake it, I hope the 


World will excuſe my Deficiency, and you will pardon the 
Preſumption of, | 


December 23, Your moſt Oblig'd, and 
1702 Moſt humble Servant, 


A 2 G. FARQUHAR, 


SIR, C 
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HE Succels and Countenance that 9 
has met with in Plays, was the moſt ſevere and 
reaſonable Charge againſt their Authors in Mr. 
Collier Short View ; and indeed this Gentleman had 
done the Drama conſiderable Service, had he arraign d 
- the Stage only to puniſh its Miſdemeanors, and not to 
take away its Life; but there is an Advantage to be 
made ſometimes of the Advice of an Enemy, and the 
only Way to diſappoint his Deſigns, is to improve 
upon his Invectives, and to make the Stage flouriſh, 
by the Virtue of that Satyr by which he thought to + - 
ſuppreſs it. 
I have therefore in this Piece endeavour'd to hw, 
that an Engliſb Comedy may anſwer the Strictneſs of 
Poetical 4 but indeed the greater Share of the 
Engliſh Audience, (I mean that part which is no far- 
| — read than in Plays of their own Language) have 
q imbib'd other Principles, and ſtand up 1 8 vigorouſ- 
ly for the old Poetick Licence, as they or the 
Liberty of the Subject. They take all Innovations | 
| for Grievances ; and let a Project be never ſo well 
| Jaid for their Advantage, yet the Undertaker is very 
1 | likely to ſuffer by't. A Play without a Beau, Cully, 
| 


Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entertainment 
to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd be 
without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be one 
| Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
j Run of this Play, I ** indeed to have „ 
| To e 
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the ſplenetick Zeal of the City, by making a Gentleman 
a Knave, and puniſhing their great Grievance——A 
Whoremaſter : but a certain Virtuoſo of that Fraterni- 
ty has told me ſince, that: the Citizens were never 
more diſappointed in any Entertainment; for (id he 
however pious we may appear to be at home, yet we 
never go to that end of the Town but with an Intention 
to be lewd. | W 
There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it 
appear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their In- 
tereſt. to have it ſuppreſs d. The Ladies were fright- 
ed from ſeeing it, by formidable Stories of a Midwife, 
and were told, no doubt, that they muſt expect no 
leſs than a Labour upon the Stage; but I hope the exa- 
mining into that Aſperſion will be enongh to wipe it 
off, fince the Character of the Midwife is on'y ſo far 
touch'd as is neceſſary for carrying on the Plot, 
The being principally decypher'd in her procuring Ca- 
pacity; and I dare not affront the Ladies ſo far, as 
to ies they cou'd be offended at the exoſing of a 
Bawd, | 
Some Criticks complain, that the Deſign is de- 
fective for want of C/e/ia's Appearance in the Scene; 
but I had rather they ſhould find this Fault, than J 
forfeit my Regard to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of 
Figure under a Misfortune; for which Reaſon I made 
her only Nominal, and choſe to expole the Perſon. 
that injur'd her. And it the Ladies don't agree that 
| ; have done her Juſtice ib the End, I'm very ſorry ' 
po” 5 : 
Some People are apt.to ſay, That the CharaQter of 
R chmore points at a particular Perſon ; tho' 1 mult 
_ confeſs, I ſee nothing but what is very general in 
his Character, except his marrying bis own Miſtreſs ; 
which by the way he never did, for he was no ſoon- 
er off the Stage, but he chang'd his Mind, and the 
poor Lady is ſtill in fatu Que But upon the whole 
Matter, tis Application only makes the Aſs; and 
Characters in Plays, are like Long-/ane Clothes, not 
A 3 N hung 
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hung out for the Uſe of any particular People, but to 
be bought by only thoſe they happen to fit. 
The moſt material Objection againſt this Play is 


the Importance of the Subject, which neceſſarily leads 


into Sentiments too great for Diverſion, and ſuppoſes 
Vices too great for Comedy to puniſh. Tis ſaid, I muſt 
own, that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridi- 
cule Folly, and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather 
into the Province of Tragedy ; but if there be a mid- 
dle Sort of Wickedneſs, too high for the Soc4, and too 
low for the Buſtin, is there any Reaſon that it ſhou'd 
go unpuniſh'd ? What are more obnoxious to humane 
Society, than the Villains expos'd in this Play, the 
Frauds, Plots and Contrivances upon the Fortunes of 
Men, and the Virtue of Women ? but the Perſons are 
too mean for Heroick ; then what muſt we do with 
them? Why, they muſt of neceſſity drop into Come- 
dy: For it is unreaſonable to imagine that the Law- 


givers in Poetry won'd tie themſelves up from executing. 


that Juſtice which is the Foundation of their Conſtitu- 


tion; or to ſay, that expoſing Vice is the Buſineſs of 


the Drama, and yet make Rules to ſcreen it from Per- 
ſecution. Pry 


Some have aſk'd the Queſtion, Why the Elder 


Mou abe, in the Fourth Ad, ſhou'd counterfeit Mad- 


neſs in his Confinement? Don't miſtake, there was no 


ſuch thing in his Head; and the Judicious cou'd ea- 


fily perceive that it was only a Start of Humour put 


on to divert his Melancholy; and when Gaiety is 


ſtrain'd to cover Misfortune, it may very naturally be 
overdone, and riſe to a Semblance of Madneſs; ſuffici- 
ent to impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps on ſome 


of the Audience; who taking every thing at Sight, 


impute that as a Fault, which I am bold to ſtand up 
for, as one of the moſt maſterly Strokes of the whole 
Piece. | 

This I think ſufficient to obviate what Objections 
IT have heard made; but there was no great Occa- 


ſion for making this Defence, having had the Opinion 


of ſome of the greateſt Perſons in England, both for 
Quality 


n 
n 


. 
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| Qaoality and Parts, that the Play has Merit enough to 
hide more Faults than have been found; and I think 

their Approbation ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that 

| may be incident to the Author upon this Performance. 
"> I muſt own myſelf: oblig'd to Mr. Longuevilie for 
| ſome Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of- 
the Lawyer; but above all for his Hint of the Twins, 

| upon which I form'd my Plot : But having paid him 
| all due Satisfaction and Acknowledgment, I muſt do 
| myſelf the Juſtice to believe, that few of our modern 
| Writers have been leſs beholden to foreign Aſſiſtance 
1 their Plays, than J have been in the following 

cenes. 
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[ PROLOGUE: By Mr. MoTTzvx. 


0 994 Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 
An ALARM ſounded. 


* 


ITH Drums and Trumpets in this warring Age, 

A Martial Prologue ſhuuld alarm the Stage. 
New Plays &er Aﬀed, a full Audience near, 7 
Seem T owns inveſted, when a Siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a Fore-lorn Hope ſent out 
Before the Play, to ſeirmiſh and to ſeout : 
Our dreadful Fees, the Criticks, when they jpy, 
T hey cock, they charge, they fire, —then back they fly. 
The Siege is laid their gallant Chiefs abound, a 
Here— Foes intrench' d, there — glittering Troops around, 
And the loud Bat'ries roar —from yonder riſing Ground. 


In the firſt Ads, briſeè Sallies, (mijs or hit) \ 


With Vollies of ſmall Shot, or ſuip-ſnap Wit, 

Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. 

The next the Fire continues, but at length | 
Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a Bridegroon's Strength. 
The third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, | 


Your Critick Engineers /afe under-ground, 

Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound, 

The fourth—brings on moſt Action, and 'tis ſharp, 
Freſh Foes crowd on, at your Remiſſneſs carp, 

And deſp rate, tho unſtill'd, inſult our Counterſcarp. 
T hen comes the laſt; the gen'ral Storm is near, 

The Poet-Governor now guates for Fear; 

Runs wildly up and down, forgets to huff, 

And wou'd give all he's plunder 4 —— fo get of. 


So 


PROLOGUE 9 
So—Don, and Monſieur— Bluff, Before the Siege, 
Were quickly tam d —at Venlo, and at Liege: 
*Twwas Viva Spagnia ! Vive France! Before; 
Now, Quartier: Monſieur ! Quartier! Ah J. Senor! 
But what your Reſolution can withſtand? 
You maſter all, and awe the Sea and Land. 
In War—your Valour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 
Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Wit. 
What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 
All fierce Aſſaults, and always be ſecure !- 
Then grant em gen rous Terms who dare to write, 
Since noau that ſeems as deſp' rate as to fight. 
F we muſt yield —yet e' er the Day be fixt, 
Let us hold out the Third and, if we may, the Sixth. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONEZ. 


. 


MEN. 


Clear-Account, a „ 
Fair-baxk, a Goldſmith, 


Teague, 


Conflance, 


Aurelia, 


Midnight, 


Steavard's Wife, 


WOMEN. 


Mr. Wilks. 
Mr. C:bber. 
Mr. Huſband. 
Mr. Milli. 

Mr. Pinkethman. 


Mr. Febn/on, 


Mr. Fairbank. 
Mr, Minas. 


Mr. Bower. 


Mrs. Rogers, 
Mrs Hool. 
Mr. Bullock. 
Mrs. Moor. 


Conſtable, Watch, c. 
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A Y 
SCENE, Lodgings.. 


The Curtain drawn up, diſcovers — Wou'dbe a areſ- h 
Aug, and bis Valet buckling his Shoes. - 


LEED AnCGERE is ſuch a Plague every Morn- - 

2 ing with buckling Shoes, gartering, - 
&. combing, and powdering- Pſhaw! - 
757155 75 ceaſe thy Impertinence, I'll: dreſs no 
more to- day Were I an honeft * 


ſo is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. ; 


Enter Richmore. „ 
Rich. No farther yet, Wou'dbe ! Tis almoſt One. 


v. V. 
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12 Te Twin-Rivals. 
v. 7. Then blame the Clock-makers, they made 


it ſo; — Prithee, what have we to do with Time ? 
Can't we let it alone as Nature made it? Can't a Man 


eat when he's hungry, go to Bed when he's fleepy, riſe 


when be wakes, dreſs when he pleaſes, without the 
Confinement of Hours to enflave him ? 

Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſm 
——You have loft your Money laſt Night. 


V. V. No, no, Fortune took care of me there 


I had none to loſe. 
Rich. "Tis that gives you the Spleen. 


V. V. Yes, I have got the Spleen and ſomething 


elſe——Heark'e 


Rich, How ! I biſpers. 


Y. V. Poſitively. The Lady's kind Reception was 
the moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met with —Sha'n't I 


break her Windows Richmore ? 

Rich. A mighty Revenge truly : Let me tell you, 
Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes are 
no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they 
do in Holland — Vin te hoop. *'Tis no more than a 
Buſh to the Tavern, a Decoy to the 'I'rade, and to draw 
in Cuſtomers; but upon the whole Matter, I think, 

a Gentleman ſhou'd put up an Affront got in ſuch 


1 Company; for the Pleaſure, the Pain, and the Re- 
ſentment, are all alike ſcandalous. 


V. V. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I fond you 
one e with the Flying-Poft in your Hand, hunt- 
ing for Phyſical Advertiſements ? _ 

Rich. That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, 
in the Days of dirty Linen, Pit-Maſks, Hedge- Taverns, 
and Beef- Steaks: But now I fly at nobler Game, the 
Ring, the Court, Paaolet's and the Park. I deſpiſe 
all Women that I apprehend any Danger from, leſs 
than the having my Throat cut; and ſhould ſeru 2 
to converſe even with a Lady of Fortune, unleſs 
Virtue were loud enough to give me Pride in 155 
poſing it — Here's a Letter I receiv'd this Morn- 
ing; you may read it, | 


v. . 
_ » 
* . 


le a Letter. 


1 
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FV. V. [Reads] ! 8 4 7 6:40 

F there be Solemnity in Proteſtations, Juſtice in Hia- 
ven, or Fidelity on Earth, I may fill depend on the 
Faith of my Richmore — T I may conceal my Lowe, 
J no longer can hide the Effects on't from the World 


Be careful of my Honour, remember your Vows, and fly 
to the Relief of the Diſconſelate . 
| Clelia, 

The Fair, the Courted, Blooming Clelia? 5 
Nich. The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Celia. 

Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue — 

Lord, Sir, I am near my Time, and want your Aſ- 

ſiſtance Does the ſilly Creature imagine that any 


Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Circumſtances, 
unleſs it were Doctor Chamberlain —— You may keep 


the Letter. 


V. V. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal in't. 
Rich, For that reaſon I communicate it. I know 
thou art a perfect Gazette, and will ſpread the News 
all over the Town: For you mult underſtand that I 
am now beſieging another; and I would have the Fame 
of my Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the Town' may 
ſurrender the ſooner. A . 

V. V. But if the Report of your Cruelty goes along 
with that of your. Valour, you'll find no Garriſon o 
any Strength will open their Gates to ou. 

Rich. No, no, Women are Cowards, the Terror pre- 
vails upon them more than Clemency : My beſt Pretence 
to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing 'em ill; tis 
turning their own Guns upon 'em, and I have always 


found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to aſſail one Repu- 
tation by ſacrificing another. | 


Y. V. I cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did I not 
envy thee for thy Succeſs in't. | | 
Rich. You never attempt a Woman of Figure, 


v. W. How can 1? This confounded Hump of 


mine is ſuch a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me 
down here in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Covent-Gar- 
. den, 
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den, the low Suburbs of Pleaſure —— Curſt Fortune 
I am a younger Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd of 
my Birth-right, a handſome Perſon ; ſeven thouſand 
a Year in a direct Line, wou'd have ftraiten'd my Back 


But I look, in my preſent 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, graft- 
ed only upon the Stock, which makes me grow ſo 
crooked. 


* Rich. Come, come, 'tis no Misfortune, your Father 


is ſo as well as you. 


V. V. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as 
he? Had I the ſame Title to the Deformity, I cou'd 
bear it. | 

Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your 'Twin-Brother ? | 

Y. V. My Twin-Brother ! Ay, twas his crouding 


me that ſpoil'd my Shape, and his coming half an 


Hour before me that ruin'd my Fortune - My 
Father expell'd me his Houſe ſome two Years ago, 
becauſe I would have perſuaded him that my Twin- 
Brother was a- Baſtard He gave me my Portion, 
which was about fifteen hundred Pound, and I have 
ſpent two thouſand of it already. As for my Brother, 
he don't care a Farthing for me. | 
Rich. Why ſo pray? #2 
V. V. A very odd Reaſon — Becauſe J hate him. 
Rich. How ſhould he know that? | | 
Y. V. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


Rich. But did your actions ever expreſs any Malice 
to him ? i c 
V. V. Yes: I would fain have kept him company; 
but being aware of my Kindneſs, he went abroad: 
He has travell'd theſe five Years, and I am told, is a 
grave, ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a great 
while ; all my hope is, that when he gets into his- 
Honour and Eſtate, the Nobility will ſoon kill him 
by drinking him up to his Dignity. But come, - 
Frank, I have but two Eye-ſores in the World, a 
Brother before me, and a Hump behind me, — 
| WG | thou 


The Twin Rivals. 19 
chou art ſtill laying em in my Way: Let us aſſume an 
Argument of leſs Severity — Can'ſ thou lend me a 
Brace of hundred Pounds? 

Rich. What wou'd you do with em? 

V. V. Do with em — There's a Queſtion indeed: 
=——— Do you think I wou'd eat em. 

Rich. Ves, o' my troth wou'd you, and drink em 
together. Look'e, Mr. Von abe, whilſt you kept 


well with your Father, I cou'd have ventur'd to have 
| Tent you five Guineas.—— But as the Caſe ſtands, I. 
ean aſſure you, I have lately paid off my Siſters For- 

tunes, and — : 

V. W. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Affront, when 
you know I don't uſe to take ſuch Things. | 

Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Affront, when 
you know I don't uſe to give ſuch Things. 

V. . Sir, I'll pawn my Honour. 

Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it is 
worth; you had better pawn your Sword there, twill 
bring you forty Shillings. 

v. V. Sdeath, Sir [ Takes his Sxwordoff the Table. : 

Rich. Hold, Mr. Vos abe, ſuppoſe I put an 
end to your Misforcunes all at once. TP | 
V. V. How, Sir? | 

Rich. Why, go to a Magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of Two hundred Pounds —— Look'e,. 
Sir, you have been often told, that your Extravagance 
wou'd ſome Time or other be the ruin of you; and it 
will goa great way in your Indictment, to have tarn'd 
the Pad upon your Friend. 

v. V. This Uſage is the height of Ingratitude from 
you, in whoſe Company I have ſpent my Fortune. 

Rich. I'm therefore a Witneſs, that it was very ill 
ſpent — Why wou d you keep Company, be at equal 
1 with me that have fifty times your Eſtate ? 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you : 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for it ; yours 
a Diſeaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. 

V. V. And is this all I muſt expect from our Friend- 


„„ 
3 Rich, 
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_ Rich. Friendſhip! Sir, there can be no ſuch thing 
without an Equality, . | 
V. V. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when 
there is occaſion fort. 5 
Rich. Right, Sir. our Friendſhip was over a 
Bottle only; and whilſt you can pay your Club of 
Friendſhip, I'm that way your humble Servant; but 
when once you come borrowing, I'm this way = | 
your humble Servant.  [ Exit. 


” ” 


V. V. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! I have 
been twice his Second, thrice ſick of the ſame Love, 
and thrice cur'd by the fame Phyſick, and now he 
drops me for a Trifle That an honeſt Fellow in 
his Cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a Rogue when he's ſober ! 
The narrow-hearted Raſcal has been drinkin 
Coffee this Morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary Half- 
Crown, adieu! — Here, Fack, [ Enter Servant] take 
this, pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid Balderda/h 
bring it himſelf. [ Exit. Servant.] How melancholy, 
are my poor Breeches ; not one Chink.! —— Thou 
art a villainous Hand, for thou haſt pick'd my Pocket. 
-This Vintner now has all the Marks of an ho- 
"neſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, a ftrut- 
ting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought him 
above three Pound a Night for theſe two Years ſuc- 
ceſſively. The Rogue has Money, I'm iure, if he 
will but lend it. hy OT 


Enter Balderdaſh auth a Bottle and Glaſs. 
Oh, Mr. Balderdaſb, good Morrow. 5 
Bald. Noble Mr. Wau abe, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant I have brought you a Whetting-Glaſs, 
the beſt O/ Hock in Europe; J know tis your Drink 
in a Morning. 5 
F. V. Pll pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſs. 
Bad. Your Health, Sir. | [Di inks, 
F. V. Pray, Mr. Balaerdaſb, tell me one Thing, but 
3 fit down ; Now tell me plainly what you think 
of me. % © Bib w 


** 
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Bald. Think of you, Sir! I think that yon are the 
honeſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever drank a Glaſs 
of Wipe; and the beſt Cuſtomer that ever came into 
my Houſe, | | 

Y. W. And you really think as you ſpeak. 

Bald. May this Wine be my Poiſon, Sir, if I don't 
ſpeak from the bottom of my Heart. [Dr inks, 

V. V. And how much Money do you think I bave 
ſpent in your Houſe ? 

Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, 
I do believe, that I have handled of your Money the 
—_ Part of Five hundred Pounds within theſe two 

ears. | 

V. V. Very well! And do you think that you lie 
under any Obligation for the Trade I have promoted 
to your Advantage ? | 

Bald. Ves, Sir; and if I can ſerve you in any re- 
2 pray command me to the utmoſt of my Abi- 
ty. | 
V. V. Well! thanks to my Stars, there is ſtill ſome 
honeſty in Wine. Mr. Balderdaſe, I embrace you and 
| your Kindneſs: I am at preſent a little low in Caſh, 
and muſt beg you to lend me a hundred Pieces. 's 
Bald. Why truly, Mr. Wowdbe, I was afraid it would 
come to this; I have had it in my Head ſeveral times 
to caution you upon your Expences: But you were ſo 
very genteel in my Houſe, and your Liberality became 
you ſo very well, that I was unwilling to ſay any thing 
that might check your Diſpoſition ; but truly, Sir, I 
can forbear no longer to tel] you, that you have been 
a little too extravagant. 

V. V. But ſince youreap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 
vagance, you will, I hope, confider my Neceſſity. 

Bald. Conſider your Neceflity! 1 do with all my 
Heart, and muft tell you, moreover, that I will be no 
longer acceſlary to it: I defire you, Sir, to frequent 
my Houle no more. | 
V. How, Sir! | 

Bald. I ſay, Sir, that 1 have an Honour for my 
good Lord your Father, and will not ſuffer his Son 
OS te 
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to run into any Inconvenience: Sir, I ſhall order my- 
Drawers not to ſerve you with a drop of Wine. 
Wou'd you have me connive at a Gentleman's De- 
ſtruction? . 8 
V. V. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice 
- Conſcience ſhould have caution'd me before. 
Bald. Alas! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'd 
you have me be ſawcy to a Gentleman that was my 
beſt Cuſtomer ? Lackaday, Sir, had you Money to hold. 
it out ſtill, I had. been hang'd rather than be rude to 
> you = But truly, Sir, when a Man is ruin'd, 'tis 
but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him of it. 
V. V. Will you lend me Money, Sir? 
Bald. Will you pay me this Bill, Sir? 
1 W. Lend me the Hundred Pound, and I'll pay the 
Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will — not lend you 
the Hundred Pound, Sir. But pray conſider with 
yourſelf, now, Sir; wou'd not you think me an errant. 
Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon with Money that has al- 
ways been ſo extravagant under my Eye? whoſe Pro- 
fuſeneſs I have ſeen, I have felt, I have handled? 
Have not I known you, Sir, throw away ten Pound of 
a Night upon a Covey of Pit-Partridges, and a Set- 
ting-Dog ? Sir, you have made my Houſe an ill 
Houſe : My very Chairs will bear you no longer. — 
In ſhort, Sir, I deſire you to frequent the Crown no 
more, Sir. | | 3 
V. V. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity ; have I 
fatned your Carcaſs, and ſwell'd your Bags with my 
vital Blood? Have I made you my Companion to be 
thus ſawcy to me ?. But now I will keep you at your 
due Diſtance. [ Kicks him, 
Ser. Welcome, Sir! | 
V. V. Well ſaid, Fact. [ Kicks him again, 
Ser. Very welcome, Sir! I hope we ſhall have your 
Company another Time. Welcome, Sir. 
| 5 He's kick'd off, 
V. V. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him 
4 Welcome at the Door too. [Exit _— 
| | . | 18 
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This is the Puniſhment of Hell; the very Devil that 
tempted me to Sin, now upbraids me with the Crime. 

I have villainouſly. murder'd my Fortune, and: 
now its Ghoſt, in the lank Shape of Poverty, haunts 
me : Is there no Charm to conjure down the Fiend ? 


— Re-enter Servant. 

Ser. Oh Sir, here's ſad News. 

V. V. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of 
that already. 5 

Ser. Sir, you will hear it too ſoon. 

vy. V. What! is Broad below ? 

Ser. No, no, Sir; better twenty ſuch as he were 
hang'd. Sir, your Father's dead: | | 

V. V. My Father !——Good night, my Lord: has 

he left me any thing ? 5 

Ser. I heard nothing of that, Sir. 

V. V. Then I believe you heard all there was of it. 
Let me ſee, My Father dead! and my elder Bro- 
ther abroad !——If Neceſſity be the Mother of In- 
vention, ſhe was never more pregnant than with me. 

[Pauſes.] Here, Sirrah, run to Mrs. Midnight; and 
id her come hither preſently. [Exit Servant.] That 
Woman was my Mother's Midwife when I was born, 
and has been my Bawd theſe ten Years, I have had 
her Endeavours to corrupt my Brother's Miſtreſs ; 
and now her Aſſiſtance will be neceſſary to cheat him 
of his Eſtate; for ſhe's famous for underſtanding the 
right-ſide of a Woman, and the wrong: ſide of the 
Law. | Exit. 


* 


SCENE changes to Midnight's Houſe. 


3 Midnight and Maid. 
Mid. Who's there? N 
Maid. Madam. | pf 
Mid. Has any Meſſage been left for me to-day ? 
Maid. Yes, Madam ; here has been one from my- 

Lady S:ilborn, that defir'd you not to be out of the 

Way, for ſhe expected to cry out every Minute. 


Mid. 
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Mid. How! every Minute ! --— Let me ſee 
[Takes eut her Pocket-book.) Stilborn————Ay——fhe 
reckons with her Huſband fr:m the firit of 4pr7/; 
and with Sir James, from the firſt of March. Ay, 
ſhe's always a Month before her time. { Knoching at the 
Dor. ] Go ſee who's at the Door. i 

M-id. Yes, Madam. | [Exit Maid. 

Mid. Well! certainly there is not a Woman in the 
World ſo willing to oblige Mankind as myſelf; and 
really I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of Twelve, as 
I can remember. —1I have delivered as many Women 
of great Bellies, and help'd as many to 'em as any Per- 
ſon in Ezg/and; but my Watching and Cares have bro- 
ken me quite, I am not the ſame Woman I was forty 
Years ago. RD 


| Enter Richmore. 
Oh, Mr. Ricg more] you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man, 
ſo you are What will become of poor Cle{ra, Mr. 
Richmore ? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Miſ- 
fortunes, that they are not to be born.  [Wreeps. 
. Rich. You, Mrs. M-anight, are the fitteſt Perſon in 
the World to eaſe her of em. SN 
d. And won't you marry her, Mr. R:chmore ? 


© Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it; for I have 


ſworn ſince to marry another. 
Mid. And will you break your Vows to Cllr ? 
Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke hers to me ? 
Mid. How's that, Sir ? | 
Rich. Why. ſhe ſwore a hundred times never to grant 


me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her 
Word. £ 1 | 


SG : 7 . 
Mid. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the 
reaſon {he forgot her Oath. 
Rich. And I love Mr. R:ch1:ore, and that is the reaſon 
I forgot mine. Why ſhou'd ſhe be angry that I 
follow her own Example, by doing the very ſame thing 


* 
a bd 
> * 
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Mid. Well, well! take my Word, you'll never 


thrive. I wonder how you can have the Face to 
come near me, that am the witneſs of your horrid 
Oaths and Imprecations! Are not you afraid. that the 
guilty Chamber above-ſtairs ſhould fall down upon 
your Head? Yes, yes, I was acceſlary, I was fo! 
but if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Villainy 
the ſecond Time. Ah, poor C/:lia! I lov'd her as 
1 did my own Davghter—you ſeducing Man, — 

| | [Feeps, 


Rich, Hey, ho! my Aurelia. 
Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. | 
Rich. Doſt thou know her, my dear M:i4zight ? 
Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. — Ah, you're 2 
ſad Man. Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, 
Breeding, Pukeing, and Longing, has broken her 
much.—'Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. R:chmore, for a young 
Lady to ſee a thouſand Things, and long for a thou- 
ſand Things, and yet not dare to own that ſhe longs 
for one, —She had like to have miſcarried t'other Day 
for the Pith of a Loin of Veal.—Ah, you barbarous 
Man! „ | 
Rich. But, my Aure/ia! confirm me that you know 
her, and [I'll adore thee, | | 
Mid. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my 
Head, that you knew as much of her as I do: Why, 
Sir, I brought her into the World ; I have had her 
ſprawling in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a Puffin, 
Sir. | 
Rich. T think ſhe has no preat Portion to value her- 
ſelf upon; her Reputation only will keep up the Mar- 
ket. We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying it 
down, and then ſhe'll part with it at an eaſy rate. 
Mid. But won't you provide for poor Celia? 
Rich. Provide! Why han't I taught her a Trade? 
Let her ſet up when ſhe will, I'll engage her Cuſto- 
mers enough, becauſe I can anſwer for the Goodneſs 
of her Ware, | 


* 


Mir. 
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Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with Cre- 
dit, and take a Shop; that is, get her a Huſband. — 
Have you no pretty Gentleman your Relation now, 
:that wants a young virtuous Lady with a handſome 
Fortune? No young Templer that has ſpent his Eſtate 
in the Study of the Law, and ſtarves by the Practice? 
No ſpruce Officer that wants a handſome Wife to make 
Court for him among the Major Generals ? Have you 
none of theſe, Sir ? 

Rich. Pho, pho, Madam—you have tir'd me upon 
that Subject. Do you think a Lady that gave me ſo 
much trouble before Poſſeſſion, ſhall ever give me any 
after it ?——No, no, had ſhe been more obliging to 
me when I was in her Power, I ſhon'd be more civil 
to her now ſhe's in mine: My Aſſiduity before - hand 
was an over - price; had ſhe made a Merit of the Mat- 
ter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. | | 

Mid. Nay, nay, Sir; tho' you have no regard to 
her Honour, yet you ſhall protect mine: How d'ye 
think I have ſecur d my Reputation ſo long among the 

People of the beſt Figure, but by keeping all Mouths 
| 1 Sir, I'll have no Clamours at me.—-— Heavens 
help me, I have Clamours enough at my Door early 
and late in my tother Capacity: In ſhort, Sir, a Huſ- 
band for Clelia; or I baniſh you my Preſence for 
ever. | 
Rich, Thou art a neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
thee. IA. 
Mid. Look e, Sir, tis your own Advantage ; tis only 
making over your Eſtate into the Hands of a Truſtee ; 
= and tho' you don't abſolutely command the Premiſſes, 
1 yet you may exact enough out of em for Neceſſaries, 
2 when you will. | | 
Rick. Patience a little, Madam !-—I have a youn 
Nephew that is a Captain of Horſe : He mortgag' 
the laſt Morſel of his Eſtate to me, to make up his 
Equipage for the laſt Campaign. Perhaps you know 
him; he's a briſk Fellow, much about Court, Captain 
Trueman. nt 
EE Mid. 
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Mid. Trueman] Adimylife, he's one of my Babies,; 
I can tell you the very Minute he was eee 
preciſely at Three o Clock next St. George's Day, True. 
man will be two and twenty; a Stripling, the prettieſt 
good-natur'd Child, .and your Nephew ! He muſt be 
the Man; and ſhall be the Man; I have a Kindneſs for 
him. | 

Rich. But we muſt have a Care; the Fellow wants 
neither Senſe nor Courage. 

Mid. Phu, phu, never fear her Part, ſhe ſhan't want 
Inſtructions; and then for her Lying in alittle abrupt- 
ly, *tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright 
or a Fall excuſes that: Lard, Sir, I do theſe Things 
every Day. Kd 9 

Rich. "Tis pity then to put you out of your Road 
and Cielia ſhall have a Huſband. | | 
Mid. Spoke like a Man of Honour. And now 
I'll ferve you again. This Aurelia, you ſay 
Rich, O ſhe diſtracts me! her Beauty, Family, and 
Virtue make her a noble Pleaſure. - - 
Mid. And you have a Mind, for that reaſon, to get 

her a Huſband. | | 

Rich, Yes, faith: I have another young Relation 
at Cambridge, he's juſt going into Orders; and I think 
ſuch a fine Woman, with fifteen hundred Pound, is a 
better Preſentation than any Living in my Gift; and 
why ſhou'd he like the Cure the worſe, that an In- 
Yn — was there before ? 

Mid. Thou art a pretty Fellow, At the ſame 
Moment you wou'd perſuade me that you love a Wo- 
man to Madneſs, you are contriving how to part with 
her? | TI” Hg 

Rich. If I lov'd ber not to Madneſs, I ſhou'd not run 
into theſe Contradictions Here, my dear Mother, 
Aure ia's the Word [Offering ber Money. 
Mid. Pardon me, Sir; [ Reæfuſing the Money] Did you 

ever know me mercenary ?—— No, no, Sir; Vir- 

tue is its own Reward. : | 

Rich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the Teeth- 
-Powder you ſent me. e 

wh Mid. 
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Mid. O, that's another Matter, Sir; [Takes the 


Money] T hope you like it, Sir ? 


Rich.” Extremely, Madam, But it was ſomewhat | 


dear of twenty Guineas. - IAlat. 


Euter Servant. | 


Ser. Madam, here is Mr. Hu'dte's Footman below 


with a Meſſage from his Maſter. 
Mid. I come to him preſently: Do you know that 
Mou abe loves Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs. 
Conſlance with the great Fortune, and that J ſollicit 
for him? ä | 
- Rich. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his elder Brother: Be- 


ſides, young Mou abe has no Money to proſecute an 


Affair of ſuch Conſequence. —— You can have no 


hopes of Succeſs there, I'm ſure. 
Mid. Truly, IJ have no great Hopes; but an in- 


4 duſtrious Body, you know, wou'd do any thing rather 


than be idle: The Aunt is very near her time, and I 
have acceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. 


Rich. Now I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter 
from Wou'dbe that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be 


proper to our Deſigus upon Trueman, that it ſhou'd 
not be expos'd. Wh. 

Mid. And you ſhew'd C/e/ia's Letter to Wo abe ? 

Rich. Yes. | A Sg 
Mid. Eh, you'barbarous Man Who the Devil 
wou'd oblige you What Pleaſure can you take 
in expoling the poor Creature? Dear little Child, tis 
pity, indeed it is. | RE 
7 Rich. Madam, the Meſſenger waits below; ſo IH 
- _ take my Leave. [Exit. 
Mid. Ah, you're a ſad Man. [Exit. 


The End of the Fir ACT, 


Ke ACT 
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MORON RON NOKIA OOO 


K 
SCENE, The Park. 
Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Aur. Rithee, Couſin Conſtance, be chearful; let the 
dead Lord ſleep in Peace, and look up to the 
Living; take Pen, Ink and Paper, and write immedi- 
ately to your Lover, that he is now a Baron of Erg- 
land, and you long to be a Baroneſs. 

Cn. Nay, Aurelia, there is ſome regard due to the 
Memory of the Father, for the Reſpect I bear the Son; 
beſides, I don't know how I could with my young 
Lord were at home in this Juncture: This Brother of 
his Some Miſchief will happen I had a very 
ugly Dream laſt Night In ſhort, I am eaten up 
with the Spleen, my Dear. 

Aur. Come, come, walk about and divert it ; the 
Air will do you good; think of other People's Affairs 

a little— When did you ſee Clelia? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her ; don't you obſerve 
her Gaiety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her 
Humour don't fit ſo eaſy upon her. Po 

Har. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Con. Did you obſerve how ſhe devour'd the Pome- 
granates yeſterday ? 

Aur. She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leicefter- 


Con. She fainted away in the Country-Dance t'other 


* Richmore ſhun'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 
Con, And his Footman laugh'd. 1 
B ur. 
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. Aur. She takes Laudanum to make her ſleep a 
Nights. . | 
Con. Ah, poor C/zka! What will ſhe do, Couſin 2 
- Aur, Do! Why nothing till the nine Months be up. 
Can. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make mer- 
ry with her Misfortunes ? I am poſitive ſhe was no 
eaſy Conqueſt ; ſome ſingular Villainy has been prac- 
_ tis'd upon her. 5 | 
Aur. Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be practiſing upon 
me too, I thank him. | 
. Con. Have a care, Couſin, he has a promiſing Per- 
ſon. . | | 
Aur. Nay, for that matter, his promiſing Perſon 
may as ſoon be broke as his promiſing Vows : Nature 
indeed has made him a Giant, and he wars with Hea- 
ven like the Giants of old- | 
Con. Then why will you admit his Viſits ? 
| Aur, I never did—But all the Servants are more 
his than our own: he has a Golden Key to every 
Door in the Houſe ; beſides, he makes my Uncle be- 
lieve that his Intentions are honourable ; and indeed 
he has ſaid nothing yet to diſprove it. But, Cou- 
fin, do you ſee who comes yonder, ſliding along the 
Mall? | 
Con, Captain Trueman, I proteſt the Campaign has 
improv'd him, he makes a very clean well finiſh'd Fi- 
gre. - 6 TH 
0 Aur. Youthful, eaſy, and good-natur'd; I could 
wiſh he would know us. 
Con. Are you ſure he's well-bred ? | 
Aur. I tell you he's good-natur'd, and I take good 
Manners to be nothing but a natural Deſire to be eaſy 
and agreeable to whatever Converſation we fall into; 
and a Porter with this is mannerly in his way ; and a 
Duke without it has but the Breeding of a Dancing- 
Maſter. | | | 
Con. I like him for his Affection to my young 
Lord. x bx 
Aur. And I like him for his Affection to my young 
Perſon. 


EMC 


Con. 
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Con. How, how, Couſin? You never told me that. 
Aur, How ſhou'd I? He never told it me, but I 
have diſcover'd it by a great many Signs and Tokens, 
that are better Security tor his Heart than ten thou- 
ſand Vows and Promiſes. 
Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah! Wou'd he were his Heir too He's a 
pretty Fellow——But then he's a Soldier, and muſt 
ſhare his Time with his Miſtreſs, Honour, in Flanders. 
Neo, no, I'm reſolv'd againſt a Man that diſap- 
| pears all the Summer like a Woodcock. 

[ As theſe Words are ſpoken, Trueman enters behind 
them, as paſſing over the Stage. 
True. That's for me, whoever ſpoke it. Aurelia 
| |  (Jurpriz'd. 
85 [The Lab 852 
Con. What, Captain, you're afraid of every thing 
but the Enemy | 

True. I have Reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehen- 
ſive where there is moſt Danger: The Enemy is ſatiſ- 
fied with a Leg or an Arm, but here I'm in hazard of 
loſing my Heart. oy 

Aur. None in the World, Sir, no body here deſigns 
to attack it. | | 

True. But ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, 
Madam ? 2 | : 

. Aur. Then we'll return it without Ranſom. 

True. But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner chuſe to 
ſtay where it is. ES 

Aur. That were to turn Deſerter; and you know, 
Captain, what ſuch deſerve. 
True. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment 

Shot to Death | 
Con, Nay, then, tis Time for me to put in Pray, 
Sir, have you heard the News of my Lord Wou'dbe's 
Death ? | 

True, People mind not the Death of others, Madam, 
that are expiring themſelves. (Jo Conſtance.) Do you 
conſider, Madam, the Penalty of wounding a Man in 


the Park? | [To Aurel. 
B 2 Aur. 


* 
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Aur. Hey day! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make 
a Vigo Buſineſs of it, and break the Boom at once? 
Sir, if you only rally, pray let my Couſin have her 
Share; or if you wou'd be particular, pray be more 
reſpectful; not ſo much upon the Declaration, I be- 
ſeech you, Sir. . 

True. J have been, fair Creature, a perfect Coward 
in my Paſſion ; 1 have had hard Strugglings with my 
Fear before I durſt engage, and now perhaps behave 
for too deſperately. 282 

Aur. Sir, I am very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; 
for J muſt puniſh you for't, tho' it be contrary to my 


Inclination. Come Couſin, will you walk? 
Con. Servant, Sir. [ Exeunt Ladies. 
True, Charming Creature! T muſt puniſh you 


| A tho it be contrary to my Inclination. Hope and 
eſpair in a Breath. But [I'll think the beſt. [Exit, 


SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's Lodgings. 


Young Wou'dbe and Midnight meeting. 
V. V. Thou Life and Soul of {ſecret Dealings, wel- 
rome. 
Mad. My dear Child, bleſs thee Who wou'd 
Have imagin'd that I brought this great Rogue into the 
World? He makes me an old Woman, I proteſt 
But adſo, my Child, I forgot; I'm ſorry for the Lofs 
of your Father, ſorry at my Heart, poor Man, [ MWeeps.] 
Mr. Von abe, have you got a Drop of Brandy in your 
Cloſet; I an't very well to-day. 

V. V. That you ſhan't want: but be pleas'd to fit, 
my dear Mother —— Here, Jack, the Brandy-Bottle 
Now, Madam——1 have occaſion to uſe you in 
dreſſing up a handſome Cheat for me. | 
Mid. I defy any Chamber-Maid in Z£rg/and to do it 
better I have dreſs'd up a hundred and fifty Cheats in 
my Time. [Enter Jack with the Brandy-Bottle.}] 
Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, PH 
cake a Sup out of the Bottle. 
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V. V. Right, Madam And my Buſineſs being 
very urgent In three Words, ?tis this 
Mid. Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 
[Drinks.] T here is nothing more comfortable to a pocr 
Creature, and fitter to revive waſting Spirits, than a 
little plain Brandy ; I an't for your hot Spirits, your 
Roſa Solis, your Ratifia's, your Orange-Waters, and 
the like A moderate Glaſs of cool Nats is the 
beſt Thing. | 

V. V. But to our Buſineſs, Madam My Father is 
dead, and I have a mind to inherit his Eſtate. 

Mid. You put the Caſe very well. 

V. V. One of two Things I muſt chuſe—Either'to 


be a Lord or a Beggar. 


Mid. Be a Lord to chufe 
ſome that have choſen both. 
Y. V. IJ have a Brother that I love very well; but 
ſince one of us muſt want, I had rather he ſhould ſtarve: 


Tho' I have knows 


than I. 


Mid. Upon my Conkcieuory dear Heart, you're in 
the right on't. 

V. V. Now your Advice upon theſe Heads. 

Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt con- 
ſider, (Drinks) Is there a Will in the Caſe ? 

V. V. There is; which excludes me from every. 
Foot of the Eſtate. 

Mid. That's bad Where's your Brother ? 


V. V. He's now in Germany, in his way to TI | 


and is expected very ſoon. 


Mid. How ſoon? 

Y. W. In a Month, or leſs. 

Mia. O ho! A Month is a great while! our Buſineſs 
maſt be done in an Hour or two We muſt ſup- 
poſe your Brother to be dead; nay, he ſhall be actually 
dead — and my Lord, my humble Service t'ye 

( Drinks. 

v. . O Madam, I'm your Ladyſhip- s molt devoted 
—— Make your Words good, and I'll— 

Mid. Say no more, Sir ; you ſhall pts it, you ſhall 
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have it. 
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v. V. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight ? 

Mid. Mrs. Midnight! Is that all ? Why not Mo- 
ther, Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, I have done more 
for you this Moment, than all the Relations you have 
in the World, 

Y. V. Let me hear it. 

Mid. By the Strength of this potent 1 I 
have made you a Peer of Englaud, with ſeven thou- 


ſand Pound a Year.— My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. 
( Drinks. 


V. V. The Woman's mad, I believe. 

Mid. Quick, quick, my Lord! counterfeit a Letter 
preſently from Germany, that your Brother is kill'd in 
a Duel: Let it be directed to your Father, and fall 
into the Hands of the Steward when you are by. What 
fort of Fellow is the Steward ? 

V. V. Why, a timorous half-honeſt Man, that a 
little Perſuaſion will make a whole Knave—He wants 
Courage to be thoroughly juſt, or entirely a Villain— 
but good backing will make him either. 

Mid. And he ſhan't want that! I tell you the Let- 
ter mult come into his Hands when you are by; upon 
this you muſt take immediate Poſſeſſion, and ſo you 
have the beſt part of the Law of your fide. \ | 

V. V. But ſuppoſe wy Brother comes in the mean 
Time ? 

Mid. This muſt be done this very Moment: Let 
him come when you're in Poſſeſſion, I'll warrant we'll 
find a way to keep him out 

V. V. But how, my dear Contriver ? | 

Mid. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's 
Will That is, one that your Father might have 
made, and which we will make for Waben, I ſend 
you a Nephew of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do 
the Buſineſs ; go, get into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I ſay ; 
let us have but the Eſtate to back the Suit, and you'll 
find the Law too ſtrong for Juſtice, I warrant you. 

V. V. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Delight 


when this great Prediction is accompliſhed — But one 
| thing 
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Ching yet remains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the charming 
Conflance Let her be mine. 
Mid. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o'courſe; ſhe's con- 
tracted to you; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no Man but 
wy Lord i ‘be 's Son and Heir; now you being the 
Perſon, ſhe's recoverable by Law. 
v. U. Marry her | No, no, ſhe's contracted to hin, 
twere Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an eaſter 
Favour will ſatisfy me, 


Mid. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is ſo eaſy, 


that I wonder they make ſuch a Buſtle about it 
But get you gone and mind your Aﬀairs, I muſt about 
mine Oh I had forgot Where's that 
fooliſh Letter you had this Morning from Richmore ? 
F. . I have poſted it up in the Chocalate-Honſe. 
Mid. Yaw, {Shricks) I thall fall into Fits; hold 
me 
v. V. No, no, I did but jeſt; here it is 


But 


bee aſſur'd, Madam, I wanted only Time to bave ex- 


pos'd it. 

Mid. Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? 

Y. V. Becauſe when Knaves of our Sex, and Fools. 
of yours meet, they make the beſt Jeſt in the World. 

Mid. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jeit when 
we are the Knaves, and you the Fools But look'e, 
Sir, if ever you open your Mouth about this Trick — 
Fl diſcover all your Tricks! therefore Silence and 
Safety on both Sides. 

. V. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 
preſent, becauſe my own Affairs will employ me ſuf- 
hciently ; ſo there's your Letter. [Gives the Letter.) 
And now to write my own. 

Mid. Adieu, my Lord Let me ſee ? [Opens the 
Letter and reads.) If there be Solemnity in Proteſta- 
tions That's fooliſh, very fooliſh Why ſhou'd 
ſhe expect Solemnity in Proteſtations? Um, um, um, I 
may ſii!l depend on tbe Faith of my Richmore Ah, 
poor Clelia ! Um, um, um, I can no longer hide 

the Effecls on't from the World. The Effects on't ! 
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How modeſtly is that expreſs d? Well, tis a pret 
Letter, and I'll keep it. - : y 
Day the Leiter in her Pocket, and Exit. 


SCENE, Lord Wov'dbe's Houſe. 


Enter Steward and his Wife. 
Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame, 
Huſband in being ſo ſcrupulous. 
Steau. *Tis true: This fooliſh Conſcience of mine 
has been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune. i 
Wife. And will ever be ſo. Tell me but one that 
thrives, and I'll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by it 
Do you think 'tis fourſcore Pound a Year makes 
my Lord Goeuty's Steward's Wife live at the rate of 
four hundred? Upon my Word, my Dear, I'm as 
ood a Gentlewoman as ſhe, and I expect to be main- 
rain'd accordingly : "Tis Conſcience, I warrant, that 
buys her the Point-Heads, and Diamond Necklace ? 
Was it Conſcience that bought her the fine 
Houſe in Jermain-/ireet ® Is it Conſcience that ena- 
= the Steward to buy, when the Lord is forced to. 
ell ? 
Stew. But what wou'd you have me do ? | 
Fife. Do! Now's your Time; that ſmall Morſe! of 
an Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth 
mentioning ; take it towards your Daughter Molſy's 
Portior—— What's two hundred a Year ? 'twill never 


i be miſs'd. 


Stew. Tis but a ſmall Matter, I muſt confeſs ; and 
as a Reward for my paſt faithſul Service, I think it 
but reaſonable I ſhould cheat a little now. 

Wife. Reaſonable ! All the Reaſon that can be; if 
the ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, 
why let an honeſt Man reward himſelf: There's 
five hundred Pounds you receiv'd but two Days ago, 
lay them aſide — you may eaſily ſink it in the Charge 


| . the Funeral — Do my Dear now, kiſs me, and 
0 it. 
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Steav. Well, you have ſuch a winning way with 
you! But, my Dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my young 
Lord's coming home: he's a cunning cloſ& Man, they 
ſay, and will examine my Accounts very narrowly. | 
Wife. Ay, my Dear, would you had the younger 
Brother to deal with ; you might manage him as you 
pleas'd I ſee him coming. Let us weep, let us 
weep. T7 
[1 hey pull out their Handlerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn. 


Enter Young Wou'dbe. 

Stew. Ah, Sir, we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
and a Suppotter. 

V. V. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
as he has done. And it is no fmall Addition to my 
Grief, honeſt Mr. C/earaccount, that it is not in my 
Power to ſupply my Father's Place to you and yours . 
Your Sincerity and Juſtice to the Dead merits the 
greateſt Regard from thoſe that ſurvive him Had 
I but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclinations,— 
F'll aſſure you, Mrs. Clearaccount, you ſhould not have 
ſuch Cauſe to mourn. 

IVife. Ah, good noble Sir! „ 

Stew. Your Brother, Sir, I hear is a very ſevere 
Man. 

V. V. He is what the World calls a prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward: I have often heard him very ſevere - 
upon Men of your Buſineſs; and has declar'd, That 
for Form's ſake indeed he would keep a Steward, 
but that he would inſpect into all his Accounts hin- 
ſelf. | | 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Wou'dbe, you have more Senſe than 
to do theſe Things; you have more Honour than to 
trouble your Head with your own Aﬀairs—Would to 
Heavens we were to ſerve you. | | 

T. V. Wou'd J cou'd ſerve you, Madam,—without - 
Injuſtice to my Erother. | 


B & * Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 


Ser. A Letter for my Lord Won abe. . 
Steau. It comes too late, alas! for his Peruſal; let 
me ſee it. Opens, and reads. 


Frankfort, Octob. 10, New Style. 


Frankfort! Where's Frankfort, Sir ! 
V. V. In Germany: This Letter muſt be from my 
Brother! I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 


Steav. Tis none of his Hand. Let me ſee. 
( Reads. 


My Lord, | 
2 Am troubled at this unhappy Occaſion of WW to your 
Lordſhip; your brave Son, and my dear Friend, was 


 Vefterday unfortunately tilld in a Duel by a German 
ount , 
I ſhall love a German Count as long as I live. | 
My Lord, my Lord, now I may call me 0s ſince 
your elder Brother's—-dead. 
Y. V. and Mie. How ! 


Stew, Read there. 
(Gives the Letter, Wou'dbe peruſes eo 


V. V. Oh, my Fate! a Father and a Brother in 
one Day! Heavens! Tis too much Where i 1s the 
fatal Meſſenger ? 

Ser. A Gentleman, Sir, who ſaid he came Poſt on 
purpoſe. He was afraid the Contents of the Letter 
wou'd unqualify my Lord for Company, ſo he would 
take another Time to wait on him. 

Y. V. Nay, then tis true; and there is Truth i in 
Dreams. Laſt Night I dream 

Wife. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; I dreamt I 
ſaw your Brother dreſs'd in a long Miniſter's Gown, 
{Lord bleſs us!) with a Book in his Hand, walking 
before a dead Body to the Grave. 

V. V. Well, Mr. Clearaccount, get Mourning ready. 
Stew, Will your Lordſhip have the old Coach co- 
ver'd, or a new one made? : 

2 


þ 
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Y. V. A new one The old Coach, with the 
Grey Horſes, I give to Mrs. Clearaccount here; tis 
not fit ſhe ſhould walk the Streets. 

Wife. Heav'ns bleſs the German Count, I ſay. 
But, my Lord 
VI, No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it. 
And receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours 
Mr. Clearaccount, I double your Salary, and all the 
Servants Wages, to moderate their Grief for our great 
Loſſes — Pray, Sir, take order about theſe Affairs. 

Steau. I ſhall, my Lord. [ Exeunt Stew. and Wife. 

Y. V. So! I have got Poſſeſſion of the Caſtle, and 
if I had but a little Law to fortify me now, I believe 
we might hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes 
my Attorney. Mr, Subtleman, your Servant. 


Enter Subtleman. 

Sub. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; my Aunt Midnight 
has ſent me to receive your Commands. 

Y. V. Has ſhe told you any thing of the Affair? 

Sub. Not a Word, my Lord. 

V. N. Why then come nearer . Can you 
make a Man right. Heir to an Eſtate Fr the * 
of an Elder Brother? 

Sub, 1 thought you had been the eldeſt. . | 

V. W. That we are not yet agreed upon; for you 
muſt know, there is an impertinent Fellow that takes 
a fancy to diſpute the Seniority with me—For look'e, 
Sir, my Mother has unluckily ſow'd Diſcord in the 
Family, by bringing forth Twins: My Brother, 'tis 
true, was Firſt-born ; but I believe from the bottom of 
my Heart, I was the firſt begotten. 

Sub. I underitand you are come to an Eſtate 
and Dignity, that by Juſtice indeed is your own, but 
by Law it falls to your Brother. ; 

V. V. I had rather, Mr. Subtleman, it were his by 
Juſtice, and mine by Law: for I wou'd have the 
ſtrongeſt Title, if poſſible. 


Seb... 
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Sub. I am very ſorry there ſhould happen any 
Breach between Brethren : So I think it wou'd be 
but a Chriſtian and Charitable Act to take away all 
farther Diſputes, by making you true Heir to the 
Eſtate by the laſt Will of your Father. — Look'e I'll 
divide Stakes you ſhall yield the Elderſhip and 
Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his Eſtate to you. 

Y. W. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do 
rant him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a Trifle: 
Bot how ſhall we do about his Will? Who ſhall we 

get to prove it? 

Sub. Never trouble yourſelf for that: I expect: a 
Cargoe of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by the firſt fair 
Wind. 5 

V. V. But we can't ſtay for them: it muſt be done 
immediately. 

Sub. Well, well; we'll find ſome body, 1 warrant 
you, to make Oath of his laſt Words. 

V. V. That's impoſſible; for my Father died of an 
Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 

Sub. That's nothing, Sir: He's not the firſt dead 
Man that I have made to ſpeak. 

V. V. You're a great Maſter of Speech, I don't 
queſtion, Sir; and I caa aſſure you there will be ten 
Guineas for every Word you extot from him in my 
Favour. 

Sub. O, Sir, that's enough to make your Great 
Grandfather ſpeak. 

V. V. Come then, I'll carry you to my Steward; 
he ſhall give you the Names of the Manors, and the 
true Titles and Denominations-of the Eſtate, and then 
you ſhall go to Work. | RExeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Park. 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. : 
- Rich. O brave Cuz! you're very happy with the 
Fair, I find. Pray, which of theſe two Ladies you 
encounter d juſt now has your Adoration ? 


True. 
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True. She that commands by forbidding it: And 
ſince I had Courage to declare to herſelf, I dare now 
own it to the World, Aurelia, Sir, is my Angel. 

Rich. Ha! [A hong Pauſe.) Sir, I find you're of 
every Body's Religion; but methinks you make a 
bold Flight at firſt: Do you think your Captain's Pay 
will ſtake againſt ſo high a Gameſter ? 

True. What do you mean ? 

Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, mean ! —— You're a 
Man of mighty Honour, we all know. But I'll 
tell you a Secret. — The Thing is publick already. 

True. I ſhou'd be proud that all Mankind were ac- 
quainted with it; I ſhou'd deſpiſe the Paſſion that 
cou'd make me either aſham'd, or afraid to own” it. 

Rich. Ha, ha, ha ! Prithee, dear Captain, no more 
of theſe Rhodomontado's ; you may as ſoon put a 

Standing-Army upon us. I'll tell you another 
Secret Five hundred Pound is the leaſt Penny. 

l 1 rue, Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe has fifteen hun- 
red. 

Rich. Nay, to my Knowledge, ſhe took five. 

True, Took five! How! Where? 

Rich, In her Lap, in her Lap, Captain ; where 
ſhou'd it be? 

True, I'm amaz'd ! 

Rich. So am I, that ſhe cou'd be fo unreaſonable 
Fifteen hundred Pound ! 'Sdeath ! had the that Price 
from you ? | 

True, Sdeath, I meant her Portion. 

Rich, Why, what have you to do with her Por- 
tion? | 
True. I lov'd her up to Marriage, by this Light. 

Rich. Marriage | Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipſy for 
her Cunning A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous 
Fellow of two and twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe 
wanted; I find ſhe preſently ſingled you out from the 
Herd. 

True. You diſtract me! 

Rich. A Soldier too, that muſt follow the Wars 


abroad, and leave her to Engagements at home. 


True. 
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True. Death and Furies! I'll be reveng'd. 

Rich. Why? What can you do:! You'll challenge 
her, will you ? 

True. Her Reputation was ſpotleſs when I went 
over. 

Rich. So was the Reputation of Mareſchal Boufllers; 
but d'ye think, that while you were beating the French 
abroad, that we were idle at home ? No, no, we 
have had our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surren- 
ders, and all that. — We have cut ourſelves out good 
Winter Quarters as well as you. 

True, And are you billetted there ? 

Rich. Look'e, Trueman, you ought to be very truſty 
to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from Deſtruction. 
In plain terms, I have buried Five hundred Pounds in 
that little Spot, and I ſhou'd think it "my hard, if you 
took it over my Head. 

True. Not by a Leaſe for Life, I can aſſure you: 
But I ſhall 

Rich, What! you ha'n't five hundred Pounds to give. 
Look'e, ſince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. In 
a Year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet- Bank; 
every body may play at it that pleaſes, and then you 
may put in for a Piece or two. 

True. Dear Sir, I cou'd worſhip you for this. ä 

Rich. Not for this, Nephew ! for I did not intend 
it, but I came to ſeek you upon another Affair. 
| Were not you at Court laſt Night? 

True. | was. 

Rich. Did you not talk to Clelia, my Lady 7 we” s. 
Niece ? 

True. A hne Woman | 

Rich, Well; I met her upon the Stairs ; 5 hand- 
ing her to her Coach, ſhe aſked me, if you were not 
my Nephew ? And ſaid two or three warm things, 
that perſuade me ſhe likes you; Her Relations have 
Intereſt at Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket. 

True, But this * Aurelia Rl Ricks with 


Rich. 


me. 
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Rich. What then! The Way to love in one Place 
with Succeſs, is to marry in another with Convent 
ence. Clelia has Four thouſand Pound; this applied 
to your reigning Ambition, Whether Love or Advance- 
ment, will go a great way: And for her Virtue, and 
Conduct, be aſſur d that no body can give a better Ac- 
count of it than myſelf. 

True. Jam willing to believe from this late Acci- 
dent, that you conſult my Honour and Intereſt in 
what you propoſe; and therefore I am ſatisfied to be 
govern'd. | | 

Rich. I ſee the very Lady in the Walk, —— We'll 
about it. 

True. I wait on you, [Exeund, 


SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Y. Wou'dbe, Subtleman, and Steward.. 

v. V. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the Will 
is firm and good in Law. | | 
Sub. I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt 
Words to prove it, here they are. Look'e Mr. 
Clearaccount — Yes that is an Anſwer to the 
Queſtion that was put to him, (you know) by thoſe 
about him when he was a dying Yes, or No, 
he muſt have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes — 
Yes, I hawe made my Will, as it may be found in the 
Cuſtody of Mr. Clearaccount my Steward ; and J deſire 
it may fland as my Laſt Will and Teſtament. 
Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to the 
Purpoſe ? An Apoplexy ! I tell you, my Lord had In- 

tervals to the laſt, | 

Stew. Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be proy'd? 
Sub. My Lord ſhall ſpeak em now. 85 

V. V. Shall he, faith! |. 

Sub. Ay, now if the Corps ben't bury'd 
Look'e, Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, 
and drawn out again before us all: And if they won't 
be his laſt Words then [Lill be perjur'd. 


v. J. 
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Y. V. What! violate the Dead! it muſt not be 
Mr. Subtleman. 

Sub. With all my Heart, Sir! But I think you had 
better violate the Dead of a Tooth or 10, than violate 
the Living of ſeven Thouſand Pound a Year, 

V. V. But is there no other way? 

Sub. No, Sir: Why, d'ye think Mr. Clearacecunt 
here will hazard Soul and Body to ſwear they are his 
laſt Words, unleſs they be made his laſt Words? For 
my Part, Sir, I'll ſwear to nothing but what J ſee with 
my Eyes come out of a Man's Mouth. 

V. V. But it looks ſo unnatura). 

Sub. What! to open a Man's Mouth, and put in à 
bit of Paper ! this is all. b 

Y. V But the Body is cold, and his Teeth can't be 
got aſunder, | 

Sub. But what Occaſion has your Father for Teeth 
now? tell you what, — I knew a Gentleman, three 
Days buried, taken out of his Grave, and his dead 
Hand ſer to his Laſt Will, (unleſs ſome body made him 
ſign another afterwards) and I know the Eſtate to be 
held by that Tenure to this Day : And a firm Tenure 
it is; for a dead Hand holds faſteſt; and let me tell 
you, dead Teeth will faſten as hard. MEETS 

v. W. Well, well, uſe your Pleaſure, you underſtand 
the Law beſt. — [Exit. Subtleman and Steward. 
What a mighty Confuſion is brought in Families by 
ſudden Death? Men ſhould do well to ſettle their Af- 
fairs in Time Had my Father done this before he 
was taken ill, what a trouble had he ſav'd us? But he 
was taken ſuddenly, poor Man! | 


Re-enter Subtleman, Fo 

Sub. Your Father ſtill bears you the old Grudge, 1 
find! it was with much ſtruggling he conſented; I 
never knew a Man fo loth to ſpeak in my Life. 

V. V. He was always a Man of few Words. 
Hub. Now I may ſafely bear Witneſs myſelf, as the 
Scrivener there preſent J love to do Things with 
a clear Conſcience, [ Subſcribes. 
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V. V. But the Law requires three Witneſſes. 
Sub. O! I ſhall pick a Couple more, that perhaps. 
may take my Word for't : —— But is not Mr. Clear 


account in your Intereſt ? 

Y. I hopeto. | | 

Sub. Then he ſhall be one; a Witneſs in the Fa- 
mily goes, a great way! Beſides, theſe foreign Evi- 
dences are riſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. I hope, 
if mine eſcape the Privateers, to make an hundred 
Pound an Ear of every Head of 'em But the 
Steward 1s an honeſt Man, and ſhall ſave you the 
Charges. [ Exit. 

V. W. Selus.] The Pride of Birth, the Heats of Ap- 
petite, and Fear of Want, are ſtrong Temptations to 
Injuſtice. — But why Injuſtice ? — The World hath 
broke all Civilities with me, and left me in the eldeſt 
State of Nature, Wild, where Force, or Cunning firſt 
created Right. I cannot ſay I ever knew a Father 
Tis true, I was begotten in his Life-time, but I was 
poſthumous born, and liv'd not till he died—My Hours 
indeed I numbred, but ne'er enjoy'd 'em, till this Mo- 
ment. My Brother ! what is Brother? We are all 
ſo; and the firſt two were Enemies.—He ſtands before 
me in the Road of Life to rob me of my Pleaſures. — 
My Senſes, form'd by Nature for Delight, are all a- 
larm'd.— My Sight, my Hearing, Taſte and Touch, 
call loudly on me for their Objects, and they ſhall be 
ſatisfy'd, [Exit. 

The End of the ſecond ACT. 


ACT 


SCENE, A Levee. 


Hung Wou ' dbe dreſſing, and ſeveral Gentlemen whiſ-. 
pering him by turns, 


v. V. 8 Urely the greateſt Ornament of Quality is a 


clean and a numerous Levee ; ſuch a Croud - 
of 
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of Attendants for the cheap Reward of Words and 

Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes the Nobility from thoſe that 

pay Wages to their Servants. 
[ 4 Gentleman whiſpers. }] 

Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſſioners, and uſe all my 
Intereſt, IJ can aſſure you, Sir. 

[ Another whiſpers. | 
Sir, I ſhall meet ſome of your Board this Evening; 
let me ſee you to-morrow. 

[A Third whiſpers. ] | 
Sir, PII confider of it. That Fellow's Breath ſtinks 
of Tobacco. [ 4/fae.] O, Mr. Comich, your Servant. 

Com. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy; I have ſomething 
to ſhew your Lordſhip, 

V. V. What is it, pray, Sir? 

Cem. I have an Elegy upon the dead Land; and a 
Panegyrick upon the living one; In utrumque paratus, 
my Lord. 

V. V. Ha, ha, very —_ Mr. Comich, —— But 
pray, Mr. Comick, why don't you write Plays? it 
wou'd give one an Opportunity of ſerving you. 

Cam. My Lord, I have writ one. 

V. W. Was it ever acted ? 

Com. No, my Lord; but it has been a rehearſing 
theſe three Years and a half. | 
V. V. A long Time. There muſt be a great deal of 
Buſineſs in it ſurely. 

Cem. No, my Lord, none at all — I have. another 
Play juſt finiſh'd, but that I want a Plot for't. 

Y.W. A Plot ! you ſhou'd read the Talian and Spa- 
* Plays, Mr. Comick, I like your Verſ-s here 
mightily. Here, Mr. Clearaccount. 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt,  [4/ive. 

V. V. Here, give Mr. Comick, give him give 
him the Spaniſb Play that lies in the Cloſet Window. 

Captain, can I do you any Service? | 


Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the Ge- 
neral for that vacant Commiſſion: I hope, my Lord, 
the Blood I have already loſt, may intitle me to ſpill 
| ws Remainder in my Country's Cauſe, 
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V. V. All the reaſon in the World Cap- 
tain, you may depend upon me for all the Service I 
can. 

Gen. I hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpealz 
to the General about that vacant Commiſſion : altho? 
I have never made a Campaign ; yet my Lord, my 
Intereſt in the Country can raiſe me Men, which, 
I think, ſhou'd prefer me to that Gentleman, whoſe 
bloody Diſpoſition frightens the poor People from 
liſting. 

V. /. All the reaſon in the World, Sir; you may 
depend upon me for all the Service in my Power. — 
Captain, I'll do your Buſineſs for you Sir, III 
ſpeak to the General, I ſhall ſee him at the Houſe 
[To the Gentlemen, 


Enter a Citizen. 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, your Servant——Gentlemen 
all, I beg your pardon. [ Exeunt Levee. 
Mr. Alderman, have you any Service to command 
me ? | 
Ad. Your Lordſhip's humble Servant.— I have 
a Favour to beg: You mult know, I have a graceleſs 
Son, a Fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps 
a Whore in every corner of the Town; in ſhort, he's 
fit for no kind of thing but a Soldier I'm ſo tir d 
of him, that I intend to throw him into the Army, 
let the Fellow be ruin'd, if he will. 
V. V. I commend your paternal Care, Sir? — can 
I do you any Service in this Affair? 

Ald. Yes, my Lord: There is a vacant Company 
in Colonel What d'yecalum's Regiment, and if your 
Lordſhip wou'd but ſpeak to the Genera 

V. V. Has your Son ever ſerv'd? 

Aud. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an Enſign in the 
Train-Bands now. 5 | 

V. V. Has he ever ſignaliz'd' his Courage ? 

414. Often, often, my Lord; but one Day parti. 
cular, you muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſy 
ſhipping off a Cargo of Cheeſe, that he left-my Son 

; a; 
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to command in his Place Wou'd you believe 
it, my Lord, he charg'd up Ch.apfiae in the Front of 
the Buff Coats, with ſuch Bravery and Courage, that 
I could not forbear wiſhing in the Loyalty of my 
Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon the Rhine. 
Ah! my Lord, we muſt employ ſuch Fellows 
as he, cr we ſhall never humble the French King —— 
Now, my Lord, if you cou'd find a convenient Time 
to hint theſe Things to the General —— 

V. V. All the reaſon in the World, Mr. Alderman, 
I'll do you all the Service I can. 
Ald. You may tell him, he's a. Man of Courage, 

fit for the Service; and then he loves Hardſhip. 
He fleeps every other Night in the Ræuna- 


houſe. 

V. V. I'll do you all the Service I can. 

Ald. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with his Pike ſo 
very handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart Yother 
Day and he beats a Drum like an Angel. 

V. V. I'll do you all the Service I can ————— 

[ Not taking the leaft Notice of the Alderman all 


this while, but dreſſing himſelf in the. Glaſs.. 


Ald. But, my Lord, the hurry of your Lordſhip's 
Affairs may put my Buſineſs out of your Head; there- 
fore, my Lord, I'll preſume to leave you ſome Me- 
morandum. 

Y. V. I'll do you all the Service can 

"Not minding him, 

Ald. Pray, my Lord, [ Pulling 4. by the Sleeve. 
give me leave for a Memorandum; my Glove, I ſup- 
Pole, will do: Here, my Lord, pray remember me. 

—— [ Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit. 

V. W. PII do you all the Service I:can— What, is 
he gone; "Tis the moſt rude familiar Fellow F augh, 5 
what a greaſy Gautlet is here [4 Purſe drops out 


of the Clove.] Oh! No, the Glove is a clean well- 
made Glove, and the Owner of it the moſt reſpect- 
ful Perſon I have ſeen this Morning, he knows what 
Diſtance [Chizking the Pur/e] is due to a Man of 
> what muſt. I do for this? Friſure [To 
** 
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Zis Val-t,] do you remember what the Alderman ſaid 
to me? 

Friſ. No, my Lord, 1 thought your Lordſhip had. 

V. V. This Blockhead thinks a Man of Quality can 
mind what People /ay—when they 4o ſomething, tis 
another caſe. Here, call him back. [Exit Friſure.] 
he talk'd ſomething of the General, and his Son, and 
Train bands, I know not what Stuff. 


. | Re-enter Ald. and Friſure. 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Memorandum in 
my Pocket. 
Ald. O, my Lord, you do me too much Henan 
V. V. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were 
talking of, it ſhall be done; but if you gave a ſhort 
Note of it to my Secretary, it would not be amiſs 
— but, Mr. Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this 
Glove, it fits me mighty well, [ Putting on the Glave.] 
it looks ſo like a Challenge to give a Man an odd Glove 
— and I wou'd have nothing that looks like Enmity 
between you and I, Mr. Alderman. 
Ald. Truly, my Lord, I intended the other Glove for 
a Memorandum to the Colonel, but ſince your Lord- 
ſhip has a Mind to't [Gives the Glowe. 
V. V. Here, Friſure, lead this Gentleman to my 
Secretary, and bid him take a Note of his Buſineſs. 
Ald. But, my Lord, don't do me all the Service you 
can now. 
V. V. Well, I won't do you all the Service I can 
theſe Citizens havea 1 Capacity of ſoliciting ſome- 
times. _ [Exit Ald, 


| Enter Steward. 

Sev. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vint- 
mer, your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with 
their Bills at the Door, and they deſire their Mo- 
ne 

Y IF. Tell em, Mr. Clearaccount, that oh I was 
a private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to 
T4. | run 
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run in Debt, and now that I have got into a higher 
Rank, I'm ſo very buſy I can't pay it - as for that 
clamourous Rogue of a Taylor, ipeak him fair, till 
he has made up my Liveries then about a Year 
and a Half hence I ſhall be at leiſure to put him off 
for a Year and a Half longer. 

Steau. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him- 
ſelf Mr. Baſt, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes him 
fifty Guineas that he won of you at Cards. 

V. V. Look'e, Sir— the Gentleman's Money is a 
Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 

Stew. Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he 
always took care to have the poor Tradeſmen ſatisfy d, 
whoſe only Subſiſtence lay in the Uſe of their Money, 
and was uſed to ſay, 'That nothing was honourable but 
what was honeſt, : 

V. V. My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was 
a Nobleman of very ſingular Humours— but in 
my Notion, there are not two things in Nature more 
different than Honour and Honeſty——— — now your 
Honeſty is a little Mechanick Quality, well enough 
among Citizens, People that do nothing but pitiful 
mean Actions according to Law but your Ho- 
nour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any thing 
that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level itſelf. to 


what is only juſt. r 
Stew. But I think it is a little hard to have theſe 


poor People ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet 
pay this ſharping Raſcal fifty Guineas. 

V. W. Sharping Raſcal ! What a Barbariſm that is? 
Why he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 
as good Company as any at White's; and between you 
abi I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to 
call him, ſhall make more Intereſt among the Nobility 
with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier ſhall with 
his Sword and Piſtol, Pray let him have fifty Guineas 


immediately. 


SCENE 
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8 £ EN E the Street; Elder Wou'dbe writing in a 
Pocket- Book, in a Riding-Habit. 


E. W. Monday the 14th of December, 1702. 7 ar- 
rived ſafe in London, axd ſo concluding my Travel: 
[Putting up his Bool. 


Now welcome Country, Father, Friends, 

My Brother too, (if Brothers can be Friends:) 
But above all, my charming Fair, my Conflance. 
Through all the Mazes of my wand ring Steps, 
Through all the various Climes that I have run; 
Her Love has been the Loadſtone of my Courſe, 
Her Eyes the Stars that pointed me the Way. 
Had not her Charms my Heart entire poſleſs'd, 
Who knows what Czrce's artful Voice and Look 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling Youth, 

And fixt me to Enchantment ? 


Enter Teague with a Port-Manteau. He throw: it 
down and fits on it. 

Here comes my Fellow Traveller. What makes you 

ſit upon the Port Manteau, 7 eague / you 'Il romple the 

Things. 

Te. Be me Shoule, Maiſhter, I did carry the Port- 

Mantel till it tir'd me; and now the Port-Mantel ſhall 

carry me till I tire bim. 

E. V. And how dy'e like London, Teague, after our 

Travels? 

Te. Fet, dear Joy, tis the braveſt Plaaſe I have 
ſheen in my Peregrinations, exſhepting my nown brave 
Shitty of Carick Vergus Ut, uf, dere iſh a very 
fragrant Shmell hereabouts Maiſhter, ſhall I run 
to that Paiſhtery-Cooks for ſhix Pennyworths of boil'd 
Beef ? 

E. V. Tho' this Fellow travell'd the World over, he 
would never loſe his Brogue nor his Stomach. 
Why, you Cormorant ! ſo ** and ſo early ? 


Te. 
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Tie. Early! Deel tauke me Mailhter, *tiſh a great 
deal more than almoſt paſht Twelve o' Clock. | 

E. V. Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ſtuft 
up to thy Eyes. 

Te. Oh Maiſhter, dere iſh a dam Ly of Diſtance, 
and the deel a bit between. | 
Enter Yourg Wou'dbe in à Chair, with four or five 

Fo:tmen before him, and paſſes over the Stage. 

E. V. Hey day who comes here? With one, 
two, three, four, five Footmen ! Some young Fellow 
Juſt taſting the ſweet Vanity of Fortune. Run, 
Teague, inquire who that is. 

Te. Yes, Maiſhter. [Runs to one of the Footmen.) Sir, 
will you give my humble Shervice to your Maiſhter, 
and tell him to ſend me Word fat Naam iſh upon 
him ? 

For. You wou'd know fat Naam iſh upon him ? 

Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd I. 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir? - 

Tie. Be me Shoul, I am a Shentleman bred and born, 
and dere iſh my Maiſhter. 

Foot. Then your Maſter would know it ? 

Te. Arah, you Fool, iſh it not the ſaam ting? 

F.ot. Then tell your Maſter tis the young Lord 
Niu'dbe, juſt come to his Eſtate by the Death of his 
Father and elder Brother. [Exit Footman. 

E. V. What do I hear? 

Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſhter ; fere vil 
you pleaſe to be buried? 

E. V. But art thou ſure it was my Brother ? | 

Te. Be me Shoul it was him nown ſelf; I know'd” 
him very well, after his Man told me. 

E. V. The Buſineſs requires at I be convinc'd with 
my own Eyes; I'll follow him, and know the Bottom 
on't Stay here till J return. 


Te. Dear Maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf : 
Now they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they may 
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E. V. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and I'll take care to keep my Face from his Sight. It 
concerns me to conceal myſelf, till I know the En- 
gines of this Contrivance. Be ſure you ſtay till I 
come to you ; and let no body know whom you be- 
long to. | [ Exit. 
Te. Oh, ho, hon, poor Teague is left alone. | 
[Sits on 1he Port- Manteau. 


Enter Subtleman and Steward. 
Sub. And you won't ſwear to the Will. | 
Stew. My Conſcience tells me I dare not do't it with 
Safety. bo : 5 
Sub. But if we make it lawful, what ſhould we fear ? 
We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, 'till the 
Cauſe be thrown out of Court. HP 
Stew. In you, Sir, tis no Sin, becauſe tis the Prin- 
ciple of your Profeſſion: But in me, Sir, 'tis downright 
Perjury indeed. — You can't wan't Witneſſes enough, 
ſince Money won't be wanting and you muſt loſe 
no Time; for I heard juſt now, that the true Lord 
Wiu' dbe was ſeen in Town, or his Ghoſt. | 
Sub. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman 
without an Eſtate is but the Shadow of a Lord 
Well; take no care; Leave me to mylelf; I'm near 
the Friers, and ten to one ſhall pick up an Evidence. 
Stew. Speed you well, Sir. Exit. 
Sub, There's a Fellow that has Hunger and the Gal- 
lows pictur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my 
Purpoſe — How now, honeſt Friend, what have you 
got under you there? 7 
Te. Noting, dear Joy. | 
Sub. Nothing! Is it not a Port-Manteau ? 
Te. That is noting to you. 
Sub. The Fellow's a Wit. 1 
Te. Fait am I! My Grandfather was an 7-5/4 Poet 
— He did write a great Book of Verſes concerning the 
Vars between St. Patric and the Wolf. Dogs. 
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Sub. Then thou art poor, I'm afraid? 
Te. Be me Shoul, my ſole Get eration iſh ſo——I 
have noting but thiſh Port Manteau, and dat it ſhelf 
iſh not my own. | 

Sub. Why, who does it belong to? 

Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. 

Sub. Then you have a Mater ? 

Te. Fait I have, but he's dead. 

Sub. Right !——And how do you intend to Jive? 

Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen J can get it, and by 
ſleeping fen I can get none — Tiſn the Faſhion of Ire- 
land. 


Sub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? 
Te. [Aſide.] I will tell a Lee now; but it ſhall be a 
true one. Macfadin, dear Joy, was his Naam. 
He vent over vith King Famijh into France — 
He was my Maiſhter once. — Deere iſh de true Lee; 
noo. 3 LAlide. 

Sub. What Employment had he? . 

Te. Je ne ſqay pas. | 

Sub. What, can you ſpeak French ? 

Te. Ouy, 2 I did travel France and Spain, 

and Italy, ear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's Toe, 
and dat will excuſe me all the Sins of my Life; and 
Fen I am dead, St. Parrick will excuſe the reſt. 

Sub. A rare Fellow for my Purpoſe. [ Afide.] Thou 
look'ſt like an honeſt Fellow; and if you'll go with 
me to the next Tavern, I'll give thee a Dinner and a 
| Glaſs of Wine. = | 
Te. Be me Shoul 'tis dat I wanted, dear Joy ; come 
along, I will follow you. * 

Runs out before Subtleman avith the Port-Manteau on 

bis Back, Exit Subtleman, | ; 


| Enter Eller Wou'dbe. 

E. V. My Father dead! my Birth-right lot! How 
have my drowſy Stars ſlept over my Fortune? Ha! 
[ Looking abaut) My Servant gone ! The fimple, poor, 
ungrateful Wretch has left me 1 took a up 
5. rom 
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from Poverty and Want; and now he leaves me juſt 
as I found him. My Cloaths and Money too ?— 
But why ſhould I repine? Let Man but view the 
Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Hazards 
are to come. That Providence that has ſecur'd my 
Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sickneſs, is 
till the ſame; ſtill kind whilſt I am juſt. My Death, 
I find, is firmly believ'd ; but how it gain'd ſo univer- 
ſal Credit, I fain would learn Who comes here ? 
—honeft Mr. Fairbank! My Father's Goldſmith, a 
Man ob Subſtance and Integrity. The Alteration of 
five Years Abſence, with the Report of my Death, 
may ſhade me from his Knowledge, till I enquire ſome 
News. (Enter Fairbank.) Sir, your humble Servant. 

Fair. Sir, I don't know you. [Shunning him, 

E. V. I intend you no Harm, Sir; but ſeeing you 
come from my Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, I would aſk you 
a Queſtion or two Pray what Diſtemper did my 
Lord die of ? 

Fair. I am told it was an Apoplexy. | | 

E. V. And pray, Sir, what does the World ſay ? 
Is his Death lamented ? h 
Fair. Lamented ! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhould re- 
ſolve: Friend, Thou knew'ſt him not; elſe thy 
own Heart had anſwer'd thee. 5 | 

E. V. His Grief, methinks, chides my Defe& of 
Filial Duty. ( Ae. ) But I hope, Sir, his Loſs is partly 
recompens'd in the Merits of his Succeſſor. 


Fair. It might nave been; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 5 


to his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unfortu- 
nately kill'd in Germeny. 5 | 
E. V. How unfortunately, Sir? | 

Fair. Unfortunately for him, and vs. I do re- 
member him — He was the mildeſt, humbleſ, 
ſweeteſt Youth. : 

E. V. Happy indeed had been my Part in Life, if 
I had left this humane Stage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs, 
and ſo fair Applauſe, had crown'd my going of. / Alas.) 
Well, Sir. 3 „ LS aj 


C 2 | Fair. 
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Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told ſuch 
Wonders of his Improvement, that the Report recall'd 
his Father's Years ; and with the Joy to hear his Hermes 
Prais'd, he oft would break the Chains of Gout and 
Age; and leaping up with Strength of greeneſt Youth, 
cry, My Hermes is my/elf: Methinks I live my ſprightly 
Days again, and I am young in him. 
E. V. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a 
Pleaſure in the hearing of his Praiſe. Aide. 
Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir———Had you any 
Relation to the Family we talk of? 5 
E. V. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern in 
the publick Loſs—But pray, Sir, what Character does 
the preſent Lord bear ? N | 
Fair. Your Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their 
Memories are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch 
them freely : But for the Living, they have provided 
for the Safety of their Names by a ſtrong Incloſure of 
the Law. 'There's a Thing call'd Scandalum Magna- 
tum, Sir. | 8 
E. V. I commend your Caution, Sir; but be aſſur'd 
T intend not to entrap you I am a poor Gentleman, 
and having heard much of the Charity of the old 
Lord Wou'dbe, IJ had a Mind to apply to his Son, and 
therefore enquir'd his Character. | ok 
Fair. Alas ! Sir, Things are chang'd: That Houſe 
was once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage to ſeek, 
and have its Pains rewarded The noble Lord, the 
truly noble Lord, held his Eſtate, his Honour, and his 
Houſe, as if they were only lent upon the Intereſt of 
doing good to others. He kept a Porter, not to ex- 
clude, but ſerve the Poor. No Creditor was ſeen to 
guard his going out, or watch his coming in: No 
craving Eyes, but Lopks of ſmiling Gratitude. 
But now, that Family, which, like a Garden, fairly kept, 
invited every Stranger to its Fruit and Shade, is now 
run O'er with Weeds. Nothing but Wine and 
Revelling within, a Croud of noiſy Creditors without, 
2 Train of Servants inſolently proud W 1 * you 
| „ believe 


Ds 


* 
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believe it, Sir, as I offer'd to go in juſt now, the rude 
Porter puſh'd me back with his Staff am at 
this preſent (thanks to Providence and my Induſtry) 
worth twenty thouſand Pounds. I pay the fifth Part 
of this to maintain the Liberty of the Nation; and 
yet this Slave, this impudent Si Slave, offer'd to 


ſtrike me. | 
E. V. Twas hard, Sir, very hard: And if they 
us'd a Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how wall. 
they manage me, that am not worth a Groat ? 
Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 
what may happen. If. you can drink and ſwear, 
perhaps — 


E. V. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſhip's 


Bounty, wou'd it extend to half he's worth, — Sir, 


I give you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall ſteer an- 


other Courſe. 3 | 

Fair. Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentle- 
man. Come home with me; I am as able to give. 
you a Dinner as my Lord; and you ſhall be very wel- 
come to eat at my Table every. Day, till you are bet- 


ter provided. 


E. V. Good Man. [ AAde.] Sir, I muſt beg you to 
excuſe me to-day ; But I ſhall find a time to accept of 
your Favours, or at leaſt to thank you for em. 

Fair. Six, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
pled... po 5 I᷑iit. 

E. V. Gramercy, Citizen ! Surely, if Juſtice were 
an Herald, ſhe would give this Tradeſman a nobler. 
Coat of Arms than my Brother. But I delay : 1 


long to vindicate the Honour of my Station, and to 


diſplace this bold Uſurper: But one Concern, me- 
thinks, is nearer ſtill, my Coanftarce / Shou'd ſhe upon 
the Rumour. of my Death have fix'd her Heart elſe- 
where, then I were dead indeed; but if ſhe ſtill 


prove true, - Brother, fit faſt: 


Til fake your Strength, all Obftacles remove. : 1 
Suftain'd by Tuſtice, and inſpir'd by Love. Exit. 


5 C3 SCENE 
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" SCE NE, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia. | 


2 — — 


Con,” For Heaw'n's ſake, Couſin, ceaſe your imper- 


tinentConfblations :*It but makes me angry, and raiſes 
td Paſions'in me. inſtead of one. You fee I commit 
10 Extravayance, my Grief is ſilent enough; my Tears 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body. I deſire no Com- 
panion in my Sorrows ; leave me to myſelf, and you 
comfort me. 
_ Aur. But, Couſin, have you no regard to your Re- 
putation ? this immoderate Concern for a young Fel- 
tow. What will the World ſay? You lament him 
like a Huſband. 
Con. No; you miſtake : T have noRule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black and darken'd 
Regi no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed. Iam 
content with the ſlight Mourning of a broken Heart; 
and alt my Form is ears. 


e Midnight. 
Mit. „e Aurelia, Madam, don't dicurb . 


to be croſs'd in one's firſt Love. But you ſhou'd 
conſider, Madam, {To Conſtance) that we are all born 
to die, ſome young, ſome old. 

Con. Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd 
with Age, as I am. I Auf other Folks Years are as 
troubleſome to us as our. own. 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Caufe to mourn. 


He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 


that I know; tho? I muft confeſs too, that Ben had 
much the finer Complexion when he was born: But 
then Hermes, yes Her. , had the Shape, that he had 
But of all the Infants that I ever beheld with 
my Eyes, I think Ben had the fineſt Ear, Wax-work, 
perfect Waxwork ; and then he did fo ſputter at the 
Breaſt !——His Nurſe was a hale, well complexioned, 
ſprightly Jade, as ever I ſaw; but her Milk was a little 
too 


- 


* 


Every thing muſt have its vent. Tis a hard Caſe 
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too ſale, tho! at the ſame time *twas as blue 4 clear 


as à Cambrick. 
Aur. Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſo- : 


25 lation to my Couſin? 


Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. . tell 
you, fait Lady, you have only loſt the Man; the Eſ- 
tate and Title are ſtill your own; and this very Mo- 
ment I wou d ſalute you Lady Mou abe, if you pleas'd. 

Con. Dear Madam, your Propoſal is very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to- marrow, and Pu 3 you! 
an Anſwer, 

Mid. I knew it, I knew it; | I: fads when you were. 
born, you wou' d be a Lady; 1 un it. To-morrow, 
you lay. My Lord ſhall know it immediately. 


[ Exit. 

Aur. What d'ye intend to do, Couſin ? 

Cen. To go into the Country this Moment, to be 
free from the Impertinence of Condolenee, the Perſe- 
cution-of that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of a 
Woman. O Aurelia I long to be alone. I am 
become ſo fond of Grief, that I would fly where I 
might enjoy it all, and have no Interruption in my. 
darling Sorrow. | 


Euter Elder Wou'dbe unperceind. 
E. W. In Tears! perhaps for me! I'll try—— 
Drops a Picture, and goes back to the En- 
trance,. and liſtens. 
Aur. If there be aught in Grief delightful, don't 
grudge me a ſhare. | 
Con. No, my dear Aurelia, I'll engroſs it all. I 
lov'd him fo, methinks I ſhou'd be jealous if any 
mourned his Death beſides myſelf. What's here! 
[Tales up the Picture.] Ha! ſee Couſin ! — the very. 
Face and Features of the Man! Sure ſome officious 
Angel has brought me this for a Companion in my So- 
litude Now I'm fitted out for Sorrow. With 
this I'll ſigh, with this converſe, gaze on his Image 
till 1 3 blind with 8 
C 4 Aur. 
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Aur, I'm amaz'd! how came it here? 

Con. Whether by Miracle or human Chance, ?tis 
all alike ; I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever ſeparate 
from my Breaſt— it's the only Thing could give me 
Joy, 3 it will encreaſe my Grief. 

E. [Entring.] Moſt glorious Woman ! now I 

am ef of Life. 


| Hur. Ha! What's this? Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 


E. W. With this Lady. [Goes 7 Conſtance, rakes 
ber Hand, and Encels.] Here let me worſhip that Per- 
fection, whoſe Virtue might attra& the liſtning Angels, 
and make em ſmile to ſee ſuch Purity, fo like them- 
ſelves, in humane Shape. 

Con. Hermes! 

E. V. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too. 

Con. Now Paſſion, Powerful Paſſion, would bear me 
like a Whirlwind to his Arms But my Sex has 
Bounds Tis wondrous, Sir! | 

E, V. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for 
Man, and moſt cloſely laid is the Serpentine Line that 
guides him into Happineſs !— that hidden Power 
which did permit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birth- 
right, had this Surprize of Happineſs in ſtore, well 
knowing that Grief is the beſt Preparative for Joy. 


Con, I never found the true Sweets of Love till this ; : 


romantick 'Turn, dead and alive ! my Stars are poeti- 
cal. For Heaven's Sake, Sir, unriddle your Fortune. 

E. V. That my dear Brother muſt do; for he made 

the Enigma. 
Auur. Methinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this 
while: Wou'd I had ſome body or other to ſay a fine 
thing or two to me. 

E. V. Madam, I beg ten thouſand Pardons: I have 
my Excuſe in my Hand. 

: Aur. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. 

E. V. Pray, Madam, don't trouble me with a Title 
ll Tam better equipt for it. My Peerage wou'd look 
«little ſhabby in theſe __ | | 


Cor. 
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| Cir. You have a good Excuſe, my Lord ; you can 
wear better when you pleaſe. 

E. V. I have a better Excuſe, Madam. * 
are the beſt I have. 


Con, How, my Lord ? 
E. V, Very true, Madam, I am at preſent, I believe, 


—Hark'e, Aurelia, pri- 


the pooreſt Peer in Eng land.— 


thee lend me a Piece or two. 


Aur. Ha, ha, ha, a poor Peer indeed! * wants a 
Guinea. 

Con. I'm glad on 't with all my Heart. 

E. V. Why ſo, Madam? 

Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand. 

E. V. Generous Woman. 


Enter Trueman. 


| Ha, my Friend too! 


— 


True. J am glad to find you here, my Lord: Here's 
a current Report about Town that you were kill'd. I 
was afraid it might reach this Family, ſo I come to 
diſprove the Story, by your Letter to me by the laſt 
Poſt. 
Aur. Tm glad he s come; now it will be my Turn, 


_ Couſin, | 


True. Now, my Lord, I wiſh you Joy; and I ex- 
peck the ſame from you. 

E. W. With all my Heart; but upon what Score? 

True. The old Score, Marriage. 

E. W. To whom! _ 

True. To a Neighbour Lady here. 
[ Locking at Aurelia, 

Aur. Impudence ! [fade] The Lady mayn't be ſo 
near as you imagine, Sir. 

True. The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you imagine, 
Madam. 

Aur. Don't miſtake me, Sir: 1 did not care if the 
Lady were in Mexico. 

True, Nor I neither, Madam. 


Aur, You're yery ſhort, Sir. 5 | 
| = 35 ; C.5 Trut. CVE 
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Aur. Sir, you. appear very different to me from 
5 what you were lately. - 
True. Madam, you appear abe to me to 
wWhgt you were 12 3 | . 
1332 Strange! Mn I Mech ants: 


is 7 
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Freue. The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the. fweeteſt you 


= [This while Conſtance ai Won abe entertain ne 


another in 3 
4 TT; r. Miraculous"! - * 
Aur. I could never have believ'd it. 
True. Nor J, a3 T hope to be ſav d. 
Aur. III Manners! | 
"True. Worſe.. 
Aur. How have I deſerv'd i it, ir! 
True, How have I deſerv'd it, Madam ? 
Aur, What? 


4 


True. You. 
Aur. Riddles! 
True. Women !— My Lord, you'll he hear of n me at 
White's, Farewel, [ Runs off. 
E. V. What, Trueman gone 
Aur, Yes, [Walks about in <2 dan 
(n. Bleſs me; what's the Matter, Couftin? 
Aur. Nothing. „ 


Con. Why are you uneaſy? EL en 
Aur, Nothing. | [ite 
Con. What ails you then? 

Aur. Nothing: — I don't love the "4 OE 
yet to be affronted „Il can't bear it. 

[Burſts out a crying, and runs off, 

Con. Your Friend, my Lord, has affronted Aurelia. 

E. V. Impoſlible ! His regard to me were ſufficient 


Security for his good Behaviour here, tho' it were in 


his Nature to be rude elſewhere.———She has cer- 


Folk 5 tainly us'd him ill. 


Cen. Too well rather. : 
E. V. Too well! have a care, Madam !—that, with 


* fome Men, is the greateſt Provocation to a Slight. 


o 
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Cn. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went : 


farther than mine to you ; and I ſhould take it very ill 
to be abus'd for it. | 


E. V. I'll follow him, and know the Cauſe of it. 
Con. No, my Lord, T1 follow her, and know it: 


Beſides, your own Affairs with your Brother require 
you at preſent. | > [Exeunt, 


EXEREREREFIERERERERE 


A c T I 
8 CENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 
Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


Y. V. D Eturn'd ! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 


him ? He can't be return'd. 


Sub. My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying 


with the Porter, who has private Orders from me to 
admit no body till. you ſend him word, that we may 
have the more time to ſettle our Affairs. 

V. V. lisa hard Caſe, Mr. 8 that a Man 6 


can't enjoy his Right without all this Trouble. 


Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit: of - Law 
now, what an Advantage it. is to the · Pudblick for ſe- : 
curing of Prop Had you not the Law o' 
your Side, who knows what Devices might be prac- 
tis d to defrand you of. your Right But I have 
ſecur'd all — The Will is in true Form ; and you 
have two Witneſſes already to {wear to the laſt Words 
of your Father. 

VV. Then you have got another. | 

Sub. Yes, yes, a right one; and I ſhall Nek 
up another time enough before the Term. And 


IJ have planted three or four Conſtables in the next 


Room, to take cate of your Brother if he ſhou'd be 

boiſterous. | 

V. . Then you think we are ſecure. . 2 
; . a4. 
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Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes : 
II go down, and give Orders for his Admit- 
tance. | | 
Y.W. Unkind Brother ! to diſturb me thus, juſt in 
the ſwing and ſtretch of my full Fortune]! Where is the 
Tie of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will do this ? 
Had he but ſtaid till C:xfance had been mine, his Pre- 
ſence or his Abſence had been then indifferent. 


: Enter Midnight. 

Mid. Well, my Lord, [ Pants as out of Breath] you'll 
ne er be ſatisfied till you have broke my poor Heart. 
I have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam 
Conflance but ſhe's your own. 

V. V. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, 
I'm afraid we are routed in that Quarter: My Brother's 
come home. | 1 
Mid. Your Brother come home; then T'll go travel. 

| [ Gozng. 

FP. . Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure; we 

have provided for his Reception; your Nephew Sub- 
#/eman has ſtopt up all Paſſages to the Eſtate. 

Mid. Ay, . Subtleman is a pretty * ingeni- 
ous Boy. Little do you think who is the Father of 
him. III tell you; Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in Lom- 


bard-ſtreet. 5 

V. V. Moabite the Few ! 7 
Mid. You ſhall hear, my Lord: One Even- 

ing, as I was very grave in my own Houſe, reading 

the —Veelly Preparation: Ay, it was the 

Weekly Preparation, I do remember particularly well. 

What hears me I but pat, pat, very ſoft- 


; ">; ly at the Door. Come in, cries I, and preſently 


enters Mr. Moabite, ſollow'd by a ſnug Chair, the 
Windows cloſe drawn, and in it was a fine young Vir- 
gin juſt upon the point of being deliver d. We 
were all in a great hurly-burly for a while to be ſure; 
but our Production was a fine Boy; I had fifty 
Guineas for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up very 
warm, plac'd in her Chair, and reconvey'd to the * 
| 4 f k — 
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ſhe came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I 
cou'd never learn, tho my Maid ſaid that the Chair 


went thro' the Park but the Child was left. 
with me The Father wou'd have made a Few 
on't preſently, but I ſwore, if he committed ſuch a 
Barbarity on the Infant, that I would diſcover all — 
So I had him brought up a good Chriſtian, and bound 
Prentice to an Attorney, 15 
V. V. Very well. | | 
Mid. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow- 
in London that knows as little of their true Father 
and Mother as he does: I have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs 
in my Time; —— there was one Scotch Nobleman . 
that brought me four in half a Year. | | 
Y. W. Four! and how were they all provided for ? 
Mid. Very handſomely indeed; they were two Sons 
and two Daughters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firſt 
Troop of Guards, and the other is a very pretty Fel- 
low, and his Father's Valet de Chambre. 5 
Y. V. And what is become of the Daughters, 
pray ? 7 | 
Mid. Why, one of em is a Manteau-maker, and 
the youngeſt has got into the Play-houſe. Ay, ay, 
my Lord, let Subtleman alone, PIl warrant he'll manage 
your Brother. Adſmylife, here's ſomebody coming, I : 
wou'd not be ſeen. | i | ; 
Y. W. Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon 
the Stairs ! *adſo, getinto this Cloſet till he be gone. 
| [Shuts her into the Cloſet. 


Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 
My Brother ! deareſt Brother, welcome! 
Ss © Runs and embraces him. 

E. IF. I can't diſſemble, Sir, elſe I wou'd return 
your falſe Embrace, ; 

Y. V. Falſe Embrace ! fill ſuſpicious of me! I 
thought that five Years Abſence might have cool'd the 
unmanly Heats of our childiſh Days ; that I am over- 
joy'd at your Return, let this teſtify, this * , 
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1 reſign all Right and Title to your Honour, and 'fa- 
lute you, Lord. 8 


bh 


"Right;+here I am Lord and Maſter without your Re- 
ſignation; and the firſt uſe I make of my Authority, 
is, to diſcard that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at the 
Door. Where is my Steward? [Enter Clearaccount] 
Mr. Clearaccount, let that pamper'd Sentinel below 


this Minute be diſcharg'd. — Brother, I wonder you 


cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones about 
you, and leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fed you. 
from-their Hives, to ſtarve for want. Steward, 
look to't ; if I have not Diſcharges for every Farthing 
of my Father's Debts upon my Toilet to-morrow 


Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipftaff, I can afſure 


yo 


a Power, methinks, o'er my Family. 

E. V. Your Family! —© 

V. V. Yes, Family; you have no Title to Lord 
it here. Mr, Clearaccount, you know your 
Maſter. - 25 

E. V. How ! a Combination againſt me! — Bro- 
ther, take heed how you deal with one that, cautious 
of your Falſhood, comes prepar'd to meet your Arts, 
and can retort your Cunning to your Infamy : : Your- 
black, unnatural Deſigns againſt my Life, before I 
went abroad, my Charity can pardon ; but my Pfu. 


dence muſt remember to guard me from your Malice 


for the future. 


v. V. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe ! which - - 


he upon his Death-bed own'd ; and to recompence me 
for that injurious, unnatural Suſpicion, he left me ſole 
Heir to-his Eſtate Now, my Lord, my Houſe and 
Servants are——at your Service, 

E. W. Villainy beyond Example! have I not Letters 


from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where 
he repeats his Fears for my Return, leſt-it ſhould again 


expole me. to your Hatred? 


3. Sub, 


E. V. I want not your Permiſſion to enjoy my 7; 


WE. | | 
V. V. Hold, hold, my Lord, you uſurp too large 


«a\ 
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Sub. Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, no Proofs, my 
Lord ; they won't paſs in Court againſt poſitive Evi- 


_dence :. Here is your Father's Will, fgnatuzr & figil- 
latum, beſides his laſt Words to confirm it, to which 
I can take my poſitive Oath in any Court of ef- 


minſter. 
E V. What are you, Sir? og 


Sub. Of Clifford*s Inn, my Lord, I. belong to the | 


Law. 


E. V. Thou art the Worm and Maggot of the Law, 


bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are 
nouriſh'd. on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. 


he Egle Law, as planted firſt, was like 


the Engliſb Oak, ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, 
to ſhelter all that dwelt beneath its Shade: 


But 
now whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang in 
ſuch Cluſters upon every Branch, that the once thri- 
ving Tree now ſheds infectious Vermin on our Heads. 
05 Y. . My Lord, I have ſome Company above; if 
your Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall 
be proud of the Honour? if not, I ſhall attend you at 
any Court of Judicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſum. 
mon me. | | 

E. V. Hold, Sir, — Perhaps my Father's dying 
Weakneſs was impos'd on, and he has left him Heir; 


if ſo, his Will ſhall freely be obey d. [Aide 
Brother, you ſay you have a Will. | 


Sub. Here it is. [Shewing a Parchnent. 
E. V. Let me ſee it. = "* 
Sub. There's no Precedent: for that, my Lord. 
E. V. Upon my Honour, I'll reſtore it. 
Y. V. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't.—— 
| [Takes it from Sub. and puts it in bis Packet, 
E. V. This Over-caution, Brother, is ſuſpicious. 
Y. W. Seven thouſand Pound a Year is worth look- 
ing after, Re,” | pe! 
E. V. Therefore you can't take it ill that I am lit- 
tle inquiſitive abqut-it. — Have you Witneſſes to 
prove my Father's dying Words? | 


V. . 


— 
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Y. W. A Couple in the Houſe. 

E. V. Who are they? | 

Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord! ——*Tis unwarranta- 
ble to enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of 
Court; my Client ſhall anſwer no more Que- 
ſtions. | 
E, W. 88 Sir, upon a ſatis factory Account of 
his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the quiet 
Enjoyment of his Right, without troubling any Court 
with the Buſineſs; I therefore defire to know what | 


kind of Perſons are theſe Witneſſes. 
Sub. Oho, he's a coming about. [A/ige.] I told 


your Lordſhip already, that I am one, another is in 


the Houſe, one of my Lord's Footmen. 


E. V. Where is this Footman ? 

V. V. Forth-coming. 

E. V. Produce him. 

Sub. That I ſhall preſently.— The Day's our. 
own, Sir; [To V. V.] but you tall engage firſt to aſk 
him no croſs Queſtions. [Exit Suh. 

E. V. I am not ſkill'd in ſuch: But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me? left me AR ! 

V. V. Truly, my Lord, nothing: He ſpoke. 
but little, left no Legacies. . 

E. V. Tis — he was extremely juſt, and | 
lov'd me too; but perhaps 

[Enter Subtleman with Teague. 
." Wks; My Lord, here's another Evidence. 
E. W. Teague ! 
V. W. My Brother's Servant ! 
| [They all four Hare upon one Aker 
gab. His Servant 

Tea, Maiſhter! fee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh 
TChinks Money] for being and Evidenſh, dear Joy; an 
be me ſhoule, I will give the half of it to you, if 
you will give me your Permiſhon to make ſwear a- 


| gainft you. 


E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy | 
of the Fact, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery ! 


| Teague. my very Servant ! ſure I dream. 


* 
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Tea. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh; Im 
fure the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for I have been 
taking with dem diſh half hour. 5 

V. V. Ignorance, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd 
me; why had I not a ſight of him before? - 

Sub. I thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant to 
be a Knave. | 

Tea. Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy. I can be 
a Knave as well as you, fen I think it conveniency. 

E. W. Now Brother! Speechleſs ! Your Oracle tos 
| filenc'd! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime ? But I ſcorn to inſult. Let 
Diſappointment be your Puniſhment : But for your 
Lawyer there, Teague, lay hold of him. 

Sub. Let none dare to attach me without a legal 
Warrant. | 

Tea. Attach ! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you 
but I can catch you by the Troat, after the Faſhion of 
Ireland. [Takes Subtleman by the Throat. 

Sub. An Aſſault! an Aſſault! 

Tea. No, no, 'tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 
choaking. > = 

E. V. Hold him faſt, Teague Now, Sir, [To 
V. W.] becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have 
betray'd me; and becauſe I am your Brother, I for- 
give it; diſpoſe yourſelf as you think fit. Plt: 
order Mr. Clearaccount to give you a thouſand Pounds. 

Go take it, and pay me by your Abſence. 

V. V. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence: Had my. 
Deſigns ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the 
Weight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept none.. 
—— As for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be Pillory'd, 
not for his Cunning in deceiving you, but for his«g- 


\ 


» 


norance in betraying me. ——— The Villain has de-. 
frauded me of Seven thouſand Pound a Year. Farewel. 
| [eing. 


Enter, 
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Enter Midnight out of the Cloſet, runs to Young Wou'dbe, 
F | Lend Rneels, _ 

Mid. My Lord, my dear Lord Wou'2be, I beg you 

ten thouſand Pardons. %%% 0 OR 


. 


Mid, An Offence the moſt injurious =—— I have 


Tea. Arah, how? | | 
Mid. None, my Lord, can tell better than I, who 
brought you both into the World. My deceas'd- 
Lord, upon the fight of your Deformity, engag'd me, 
hy a conſiderable Reward, to ſay you were the laſt 
born, that the beautiful Twin, likely to be the greater. 
Ornament to the Family, might ſucceed him in. his 
Honour. This Secret my Conſcience has long 
ſtruggled with. —— Upon the News that you were. 
left Heir to the Eſtate, I thought. Juſtice was ſatisfy d, 
and T was reſolv'd to keep it a Secret ſtill; but by 
ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what paſs'd juſt now, 
my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and I was forc'd to 
declare the Truth. 18 
V. V By all my former Hopes I cou'd have ſworn. 
it : I found the Spirit of Elderſhip in my Blood ; my 
Pulfes beat, and ſwell'd for Seniority. Mr. Hermes 
ou abe, — I'm your moſt humble Servant. | 
1 I Fegg iſb ls. 
E. V,. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name ;. 
of which I am .prouder than of all Titles that Ho- 
nour gives, or Flattery beſtows. But thou, vain. 
Bubble, puft up with the empty Breath of that more 
empty Woman; to let thee ſce how I deſpiſe thy 
Pride, I'Il call thee Lord, dreſs thee up in Titles like 
2 King at Arms; you ſhall be blazon'd round, like 
any Church in Holland; thy Pageantry ſhall Wee 
| rae 


* 
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the Lord-Mayor's ; and yet this Hermes, plain Hermes, 
ſhall defpiſe thee. 

Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the Purpoſe ——- 
Miſtreſs, will you make an Afidavit of what you have 
faid, before a Maſter in Chancery? 8 5 

Mid. That I can, tho' I were to die the next Minute 
after it. 5 3 | 
Tea. Den, dear Joy, you wou'd be dam the next Mi- 
nute after dat. | 

E. W. All this is trifling : I muſt purge my Houſe 
of this Neſt of Villainy at once. Here, Teague, 
[M biſpers Teague] go, make haſte, | 
Tea. Dat I can.—[ As he runs cut, T. W. flops bim. 
V. V. Where are you going. Sir? N 

Tea. Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and 
my Maiſhter, to drink Friends. 

V. V. You lie, Sirrah. [ Pu/pes him back. 

Tea. Fet, I do ſo. 

E. V. What, Violence to my Servant! Nay, then 
I'll force him a Paſſage. | pe” 
Sub. An Aſſault, an Aſſault upon the Body of a Peer. 
Within there! | | | 


Enter three or four Conllables, one of em with a black 
Patch on his Eye, They diſarm Elder Wou'dbe, and 
ſecure Teague. 
E. W. This Plot was laid for my Reception. Un- 
hand me, Conſtable. : ; 
v. V. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the Man is mad; 
he's poſſeſs'd with an odd Frenzy, that he's my Bro- 
ther, and my elder too; So, becauſe I wou'd not very 
willingly reſign my Houſe and Eſtate, he attempted to 
murder me. | 3 | 

Sub. Gentlemen, take care of that Fellow: He 
made an Aſſault upon my Body vi & ar mis. 

Tea. Arah, fat is dat ach at armijh ? 

Sub. No matter, Sirrah ; I ſhall have you hang'd. 

Tea. Hang'd! dat is nothing, dear Joy ;—We are 
us'd to't. | 

E. V. Unhand me, Villains, or by all 8 


Tea. 
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Tea. Have a caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear; we 


ſhall be had in the Croon-Offiſh : You know dere iſh 
Sharpers about us. ¶ Looking about on them that hold him. 
VF. V. Mr. Conſtable, you know your Directions; 
away with 'em. | 
E. V. Hold 
Conft, No, no, force him away. 
( hey all hurry him off, manent F. W. and Midnight. 
Y. V. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sy bil; by all 
my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you have: 
ſpoken the Truth. I am the Elder. 
Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true 
I wou'd not-wrong my Conſcience neither: For, faith 
and troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were born 
above three Quarters of an Hour after him; — but I. 
don't much care if I do ſwear that you are the eldeſt; 
What a Bleſſing it was that I was in the Clo- 
ſet at that pinch ! Had I not come out that Moment, 
you wou'd have ſneakt off; your Brother had been 1 in 
Poſſeſſion, and then we had loſt all; but now you are 
eſtabliſh'd; Poſſeſſion gets 5 Money, that gets you 
Law, and Law you know Down on your Knees, 
Sirrah, and aſ me Bleſſing. : 
V. V. No, my dear Mother, I'Il give thee a Bleſſing, 
a Rent- charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon 
what part of the Eſtate you will, during your Liſe. 
Mid. Thank you, my Lord: That five Hundred a. 
Year will afford me a leiſurely Life, and a hand- 
ſome Retirement in the. Country, where I mean to 
1 me of my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian: For 
eaven knows, I am old, and ought to bethink me 
ef another Life. — you none of the Cor-. 
dial left that we had in the Morning ? 
Y. V. Yes, yes, WE 'l 80 to the Fountain-head. 
[Excunt. 


SCENE. 


- 


.. 


.. 
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SCENE, The Sree. 


Enter Teague. 
Tea. Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Buk. 


. neſs indeed ; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants 


muſt ſhuffer for it. I am Priſhoner in the Conftable's 
Houſe, be me Shoule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome 
Bail for my Maiſhter ; * foo ſhall bail poor 
agra? 


Enter Conſtance. 


Oh dere iſh my Maiſhter's old Love. Indeed, I fear 


diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. 

Con. Who's here? Teague? ( He turns from her. 
Tea. Deel tauke her, I did tought ſhe cou'd not 
know me agen now I am a Priſhoner. (Conſtance goes 
about to look bim in the Face, He turns from her.) 


Diſh iſh not ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know a Shentle- 


man fither he will or no. 


Con. Why this, Teague? What's the Matter? Are 
you aſham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague? 
Tea. Of bote, be me Shoule. 

Cin. How does your Maſter, Sir? 

Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and in Priſhon. 

Con. In Priſon ! how! where ? 

Tea. Why, in the little Baſhtile yonder, at the End 
of the Street. 

Con. Shew me the Way immediately. 

Tea. Fet, I can ſhew you the Houſe yonder; Shee 


f yonder ; be me Shoule I ſhee his Face yonder peeping 


troo the Iron Glaſs Window. 
Con. I'Il fee him, tho' a Dungeon were his Confine- 
ment. { Runs out. 
Tea. Ah —— auld nds be me ſhoule, cannot 
be forgotten. Now, if my Maiſhter had but Graſh e- 
nough to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for 
two; and ſhe wou d bail him and I bote Exit. 


SCENE; 
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8 CEN E, A _ miſorabl eib. E. W. fiting - 


and wwriling. 


E. V. The Tew'r confines the Great, | 
The Spunging-Houſe the Poor; 

Thus there are Degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched muſt endure. 


Virgil, tho" cheriſhed in Courts, 
Relates but a ſplenetict Tale, 
Cervances Rewels and Sports, 
Al'ho' he writ in a Jail. 5 


Then hang Reflexions, {Starts up.) I'll go write a 
Comedy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lieutenant of : 


the Tower that I would ſpeak with him. 


| Enter Conſtable. 

Cot. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieutenant o'th' 
Tower! ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your 
Words good, Maſter. 2 

E. V. Why, am not I a Priſoner here? I know it 

by the ſtately Apartments. — What is that, pray, that 
| Hangs ſtreaming down upon the Wall vonder ? 1 

Conſt. Yonder ! 'tis Cobweb, Sir. | 
E. V. "Tis falſe, Sir: "Tis as fine Tapeſtry as any 
in Europe. 


Con/i. The Devil it is! 
E. W. Then your Damaſk Bed, here; the Flowers 


ſo bold, I took em for Embroidery ; and then the 
ead-work, Point e Venice, I proteſt ! 

- Conft. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, I 
muſt confeſs : and tho' the Sheets be a little ſoil'd, yet 
I can aſſure you, Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman 
has lain in them. 

E. V. Pray, Sir, what did thoſe two Indian Pieces 

coſt, that are fix d up in the Corner of the Room? | 

Conf. Indian Pieces! What the Devil, Sir, they are 


my old * my Militia Boots. SS 
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E. W. I took them for two China Jars, upon my 
Word: But hark'e, Friend, art thou content that that 
Things ſhou'd be as they are? 

Conſt. Content! ay, Sir. 
E. W. Why then ſhould T complain ; ? 

[ One calls within, 
[/ithin.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a Woman will force 
her Way upon us: We can't ſtop her. 
Conf. Knock her down then, knock her dowai let 
no Woman come up, the Man's mad enough al- 
ready, 


Enter Conſtance. 
Cox. Who dares oppoſe me? 
[ 7 hrows him à hand ful of Mo 
Conft Not I truly, Madam. 8 Ne 
I[atbers up the Money. 
E. V. My 3 my Guardian-Angel here! 
Then nought can hurt me. 
Con. Hark'e, Sir, you may ſuppoſe the Bed to 55 
a Damaſk Bed for Half an Hour, if you pleaſe. 
Con. No, na, Sir, your Prifoner muſt along with 
me 


Conſt. Ay? faith, the Woman's madder than the 


Man. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. 

E. V. Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that 
many a Prince has not ſo many true Friends in his 
Palace, as I have here in Priſon ;—two ſuch 

Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. | | 

True. My Lord, juſt as I heard of your Confine- 
ment, I was going to make myſelf a Priſoner. Be- 
hold the Fetters ; [ had juſt bought the Wedding- 
Rin 

22 I hope they are golden Fetters, Captain ? 
True. They weigh four thouſand Pound, Madam, 
beſide the Purſe, which is worth a Million. My 
Lord, this very Evening was I to be marry'd; > 
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the News of your Misfortune has ſtopt me: I wou'd 
not gather Roſes in a wet Hour, | W 
E. V. Come, the Weather ſhall be clear; the 
Thoughts of your good Fortune will make me eaſy, 
more than my own can do, if purchaſed by your Diſ- 
appointment. | < 
True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 
Bed of Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel?. — Here, 
where is this. Conſtable? How dare you do this, inſo- 
lent Raſcal ? Ss | b | 
Conf. Inſolent Raſcal! do you know who you ſpeak 


to, Sir? bl 

True. Yes, Sirrah ; don't I call you by your proper 
Name ? How dare you confine a Peer of the Realm ? 
 Conff. Peer of the Realm! you may give good 
Words tho', I hope. 

E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he 
did but his Duty; I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas 
for his Pains. | 1 

Con. No, I had but ten. 

E. V. Hark'e, Trueman, this Fellow muſt be ſooth'd, 
hell be of Uſe to us; I muſt employ you too in this 
Affair with my Brother. : 
True. Say no more, my Lord, P11 cut his Throat, 
*tis but flying the Kingdom. | 

E. V. No, no, *twill be more Revenge to worſt 
him at his own Weapons. Cou'd I but force him out 


of his Garriſon, that I might get into Poſſeſſion, his 


Claim wou'd vaniſh immediately. Does my 
Brother know you ? 
True. Very little, if at all. * 
Z - . [1 hi/pers. 
True. It ſhall be done; Look'e, Conſtable, 


you're drawn into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove 
your Deſtruction, if you don't change Sides immedi- 
ately: We deſire no Favour, but the. Uſe of your 
Coat, Wig, and Staff for Half an Hour. 
Conf. Why truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this 
Gentlewoman, that I know to be our * 
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that he is a Lord, and 1 heartily beg his Worſhip” 3 
Pardon, and if I can do your Honour any Service, 
your Grace may command me. N 
E. V. Pl reward you, but you muſt have che black 
Patch for the Eye too. 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan 3 here fet, tis a 
Plaiſhter for a ſore Finger, and I have worn it but 
twice... | 

Con. — ay, Captain, what was 5 your Quar- 
rel at Aurelia to-day x 

True. With your Permifion, Madam; wel mind 
my Lord's Buſineſs at preſent ; when that's done, we'll 
mind the Lady's. ——My Lord, I ſhall make an excel- 
lent Conſtable; I never had the Honour of a civil Em- 
ployment before: We'll equip ourſelves in another 
Place. Here, you Prince ef Dane have you refer 
a better Room in youu ire 151 Iron Grajes tighten 
the-Lady. 

Cen. I have 2 handſome, 5 Parlour below, Str. 
True. Come along then, you muſt conduct us. 
We don't intend to be out of your Sight, that you 
may at de out of ours. Afar.) |  [Exeunt. 


8 CE N E changes 0 an a abit 


Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion,” Richmore following, 

- Aur, Follow ine not; Age and Deformity, 
with Quiet, were. preferable to this vexatious Perſica, 
tion; for Heaven's ſake, Mr. Richmore, what have I 
ever ſhewn to vindicate this Preſumption of yours? 

Rich. Vou ſhew it now, Madam, your Face, your 
Wit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo even 
the Rigour of your Diſdain, for the bewitching Plea-. 
ſure of your Company 

Aur. Then be aſſur d, Sir, you ſhall reap! no Ader 
Benefit by my Company; and if you think it a Plea- | 
ſure to be conſtantly ſlighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, 
you ſhall have Admittance to ſuch Entertainment 


Waenever you will, 
Þ D f Rich. 


2 
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Nich. I take you at your Word, Madam; I am 
arm'd with Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your 
Severity, and your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Re- 
* can bear much longer than your Rigour can 
ict. * 
Aur. That is, · in plain Terms, your Sufficiency will 
reſume much longer than my Honour can refiſt —— 
ir, you might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declara- 
tion to my Face, having already taken care to let me 
know your Opinion of my Virtue, by your impudent 
Settlement propos'd by Mrs. Midnight. ' . 


* * 


_ Rich. By thoſe fair Eyes, I'll double the Propoſal ; 
this ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand [ Tales her 
Haxd] * write its own Conditions. 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this — [Srrikes him] and if 
you like the Terms, you ſhall have more another Time. 
Rich, Death and Madneſs! a Blow — jw 
thouſand Pound Sterling for qne Night's Revenge up- 
on her dear, proud, diſdainful Perſon !——Am I rich 
as many a Sovereign Prince, wallow in Wealth, yet 


e 


can't command my Pleaſure ?— Woman If 
there be Power in Gold, I yet ſhall triumph o'er thy 
Eater Midnight. 


Mid. O' my troth, and fo you ſhall, if I can help it. 
Nich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 
Gold, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all 
ſhall be yours, make me but happy in this preſumptu- 
ous Beauty, III make thee rich as Avarice can crave ; 
if not, III murder thee and myſelf too. 
5 Bounty is too large, too large indeed, 
- Rich, Too large! no, tis Beggary without her — 
Lordſhips, —.— Acres, Rents, Tithes and Trees, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 

Mid. Say no more, this Night Pll put you in a 
Way. | © 6” ve 


© - 
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Rich. This Night? | | 

Mid. The Lady's Aunt is very near her Time 
ſhe goes abroad this Evening a viſiting; in the mean 
time I'll ſend to your Miſtreſs, that her Aunt is fallen 
_ Labour at my Houſe : She comes in a hurry, and 

en | ES 

Rich. Shall I be there to meet her ? 

Mid. Perhaps. 

Rich. In a private Room? 

Mid. Mum. 2 8 

Rich. No Creature to diſturb us ? 

Mid. Mum, I ſay, but you muſt give me your Word 
not to raviſſi her; nay, I can tell you; ſhe won't be 
raviſh'd, 2 2 

Rich. Raviſn! Let me fee, I'm worth five thouſand 
Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, 
and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen 
hundred Pound? Pll do't. 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide | 
Th' injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; 

The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 

The Joy will be to humble her Diſdain; 

Beyond Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt 

In Triumph, when the Extaſy is paſt. 


T1. Endof the fuurth A O T. 
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6 C T- V. 
 $SCTEN E, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, 
You oung Wou'dbe S olus. 


F. W. Hew me that proud Stoick that can bear 
y Succeſs and Cham ampaign; Philoſophy can 
fupport us in hard Fortune, but who can have Patience 
in Proſperity ? ' The Learned may talk what they will 
of human Bodies, but I am ſure there is not one Atom 
in mine but what is truly Epicurean. My Brother is 
ſecur'd, I guarded with my Friends, my lewd and ho- 
neſt & Midnight K riends. Holla, who waits there ? 


| Ever Serwvand. 

Ser. M Lil and! 

Ye 2 A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re-inforce the 
Ciſtern. Are the Ladies come? 

Ser. Half an Hour ago, my Lord: — re below 
in the Bathing Chamber. 

V. V. Where did you light on em? 

Ser. One in the Paſſage at thg old Play-houſe, my 
Lord I found another very melancholy paring her 
Nails by Ro/amond's Pond, and a Couple I got at 
the Chequer Alehouſe in Holborn ; ; the two laſt came 
to Town Yeſterday in a Weſt Country Waggon. 

V. V. Very well, order Baconface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear? Bid the Sao admit no Stranger 
without acquainting me Exit Ser want.] Now 
Fortune I defy thee, this Night's my own at leaſt, 

[ Re-enter Servant. 

Ser, My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 
black Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip 

Mat haſte, 


V. V. 


F 
| * 
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v. V. Ha! the Conſtable ! Shou'd Fortune jilt me 


naw ? Bid him come up, 1 fear ſome curſed 
Chance to thwart me. 


Enter Trueman 71 the Conſiable C. b 
True. Ah! My Lord, here is fad News———your 
Brother 1s 


V. W. Got away, made his Eſcape, I warrant you. 
True. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. 


V. J. Worſe, worſe ? What can be worſe ? 
True. I dare not ſpeak it. 


V. V. Death and Hell, Fellow don't diſtract me. 
- True. He's dead. 

Y. V. Dead! 
. True. Poſitively. 


V. N. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. | 
True. Villain, I underſtand you. [A/ide, 
V. V. But how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? Speak it 
along, kill me with the Relation. | 
True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was 
very melancholy upon his Confinement, and fo he de- 
fu'd me to ſend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by 
here, may-hap your Worſhip may know her. 
J. V. At the gilt Balcony in the Square? 
True. The very ſame, a ſmart Woman truly 
went for her myſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag'd ; 
not ſhe truly, ſhe wou'd not come Wou'd you 
believe it, my Lord, at the hearing of this the poor 


1 . 


Man was like to drop down dead. 


Y. V. Then he was but likely to drop down dead? 
. True, Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, 


| and coming about two Hours after, 1 found him 


hang'd in his Sword- Belt. 

V. V. Hang'd! 

True. Dangling. W 

Y. W. Le coup declat! Done like the nobleſt Roman 
of em all; but are you ſure he's paſt all Recovery? 
Did you ſend for no Surgean to bleed him! : 

True, No, my Lord, I forgot that but P11 ſend 
dounediately, 


D 3 „ 
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V. V. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now, 
too late and the Lady would not come, you ſay ? 

True. Not a ſtep wou'd ſhe ſtir. 

Y. W. Inhumane! barbarous !——dear, delicious 
Woman, thou now art mine Where is the Body, 

Mr. Conſtable? J muſt ſee it. 

True. By all means, my Lord, it lies in my Parlour; | 
there's a power of Company come in, and among the 
reſt one, one, one Trueman, I think they call him, a 
deviliſn hot Fellow, he had lik'd to have pull'd the 
Houſe down about our Ears, and ſwears I told 
him he ſhould pay for fwearing——he gave me a ſlap 
in the Face, ſaid he was in the Army, and had a Com- 
miſſion fort. 

v. V. Captain 7 rueman ? A blubering kind of 
Rake-helly Officer. = 

"True. Ay, my Lord, one * thoſe Scoundrels that 
we pay Wages to for being knock'd o'th head for us. 

Y. FV. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only 
Brains to be knock'd out. | 

True. Son of a Whore. [Aldi. J He's a plaguy i im- 
pudent Fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were the 
greateſt Villain upon the Earth. 

V. V. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my 
Face, Mr. Conſtable. 

True. No, no, hang him, he aid it behind your 
Back to be ſure——and he ſwore moreover— lave 
a care, my Lord, ——he ſwore that he would cut your 
Throat whenever he met yas >> -: £ 

V. V. Will you ſwear that you heard him ſay ſo? 

True. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me: 
He ſpoke the very Words that I — to your Lord- 
ſhip. 5 
. Well, well, I 11 manage him But now l 

think on't, I won't go to ſee the Body; it will but 
encreaſe my Grief, ——-—Mr. Conſtable, do you 
ſend for the Coroner : They muſt find him Non Compos. 
He was mad before, you. know. Here ſomething 
for your Trouble. ©" 5:00 Vo Gnas mW, 
Fire.“ 
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True. Thank your Honour. — But pray, my Lord, 


haye a care of that Trueman; he ſwears that bel cut 
your Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will do t. 


" * * 74 


V. V. Never fear, never fear. 
True. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will cer- 
tainly do't. Pray have a Care. Exit. 
V. W. Well, well, ſo, the Devil's i w=titT. 
ben't the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relations 
have I had here? My Father takes a Fit of the Apo- 


plexy, makes a Face and goes off one way; my Bro- 


ther takes a Fit of the _ makes a Face and goes 
off t'other way. ell, I muſt own he has found 
the way to mollify me, and I do love him now with all 


my Heart; fince he was fa wy civil t. gjuſtle into the 


World before me, I think h 
out of it befote me. But now my Joys! Without 
there hollo take off the Inquiſition of te | 
Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. 


1 he Wolf is dead, the Shepherds may go play: ; 
Zaſe follows Care, fo rowls the World away. 


id very Arilly to juſtle 


' *Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity or 9 makes 
the moſt Poets. 


Enter a Servant. We: 

Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought this Letter, and 
waits for an „ TL 
V. V. Nothing from the El Han Fields, 1 hows 

( Opening the Letter.) What do I fee, CONST ANCE? 


Spells and Magick in every Letter of 857 Name — 


Now for the ſweet Contents. 


M Y Lord, I am pleard 1 to hear "_ ur happy Change 
of Fortune, and ſhall be glad to 2 your Lordſoip 


this Evening to wiſh you 
3 * CONSTANCE. 


Now the Devil's in this Midnight ; ſhe told me this Af- 
ternoon that the Wind Was "hopping about, and has it 


4 : got 
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got into the warm Corner already? Here, my Coach 
and fix to the Door: I'll viſit my. Saltana in State. 
As for the Seraglio below Stairs, you, my Baſhaxvs, 
may polieis them. [Exits 


SCENE, The Street. Teague with a Lanthorn, 
| Trueman in the Conflable's Habit following. 
True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way; 

we have certainly pait the Conſtable's Houle. 

Tea. Be me Shoule, dear joy, I am never out of my 
ways; for poor Teague has been a Vanderer ever ſince 
he was borned. 

Frue. Hold up the Lanthorn 2 What Sign is that ?- 

The St. an' Tavern! Why, you blundering Fool, 

you have led me directly to Sr. James Square, when 

you ſhou'd have gone 3 Soho. | Shrieking within. 

Hark! What Noiſe i is that over the way ? a Woman's 

Cry! 
Te ea. Fet is it ſhome Daumſel i in Diſtreſs I be- 

lieve, that has no mind to be reliev'd. 

True. I'll uſe the Privilege of my Office to know 
what the Matter is. 

Tea. Hold, bold, Maiſhter Captain, be me 50 Sat 
iſt not the way home. 

Within. Help, help, Murder! Help. 

Frus. Ha! Here — be Miſchief — Within there, 
open the Door in the King's Name, or PII force it 

. Teague, break open the Door. 

[Teague tales the Staff, tbumps at. the Door. 

Tea. Deel taake him, I have knock io long as I am 
able. Arah, Maiſhter, get a great long Ladder to get 
in the Window of the firſht RO, ang ſho oo, the 
Door, and let in your ſhelů l. 

Mitbin.] Help, help, help. 

True. Knock harder, let's raiſe the Mob, 

Tea. O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now or; a 1 8 

Invention to make dem come out; and be St. Parrici, 
dat very Buſlineſs did maake my now ſhelf and my 

Fader run like the Devil out of my nown Hooſe. in 

1 
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my Contatry he me Shoule, ſet the e a- 
fire. 


Enter the Mob. | 
Mob. What's the Matter, Maſter Conſtable ? 
True. Gentlemen, I command your Aſſiſtance in the 
King” s Name, to break into the Houſe: There is Mur- 
der cry'd within. 
Mad. Ay, ay, break open Pt "ae 
Midnight at the Balcony, 
. Mid. What Noiſe is that below ? | 
. Tea. Arah, vat Noiſe ith dat above? 
Mid. Only a poor Gentlewoman in Labour ; 
*twill be over preſently. Here, Mr. Conftable, 
there's ſomething for you to drink. 
| [Throws down a Purſe, Teague takes it up. 
Tea. Come, Maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, be 
me ſhoule, [Going.] Arah, if you will play the Con- 
ſtable right now, fet you will come away. 
True. No, no; there muſt be Villainy by this Bribe. 
Who lives in this Houſe ? 


f 


Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife :. »Tis none of our 


Buſineſs ; let us be gone. . 
AKAurelia r the Window. 
Aur. Gentleman, dear e help! a Rape, 
a Rape, Villainy! | 
True. Ha! That Voice I know 
Staff; I'll make a Breach, 1 warrant you. 
[ Breaks open the Door, and all go in. 


Give me the 


8 CE N E. changes to the Inſide of the Houſe. 


Re-enter Trueman and Mob. 
True. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the Houſe; let 
not a Soul eſcape. 


E. ter Aurelia „ running with her Hair about her Ears, 


. and out of Breath. 
po Dear Mr. Conſtable, had you——ftaid 


but a Moment longer, I had been ruined, 
D 5 True. 
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"True. Aurelia! Are you ſafe, 

Aur. Yes, yes; I am afe—1 
enough to do: He's a deviliſh ſtrong Fellow. 

True. Where is the Villain that attempted it ? 

" Aur. Pſhaw,—never mind the Villain ;—look out 


ol 


the Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, 


that amo me hither. 


Eura Teague, Baling in Midnight by the Hair. 
Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my ſhaar of the 
Plunder. Let me ſhee, fat T have gotten, [T akes her 


to the Light.) Ububboo, a Witch, a Witch; the very 
ſaam Witch dat would ſwaar my Maiſhter was the 


youngeſt. 
True. How! Miduight / This was the luckieſt Diſ- 


guiſe Come, my dear Praſerpine, I'll take care of you. 


Mid. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you. 
Fraue. No, no; I'II talk with you before a Magic 
trate A Cart, Britewell ; you underſtand 
me Teague, let her be your Priſoner, Pl wait 
on this Lady. 
Aur. Mr. Conſtable, I'll reward you. 


Tea. It iſh convenient noo by the Law of Armfh, 


that I fearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſome 


Pocket-Piſhtols : Dere i is a Joak for you. 
788 her Pocket. 


Mid. Ah! don't uſe an old Woman fo barbarouſſy. 
Tea. Dear Joy, den fy vere * old Woman! 


Dat is your Falt, not mine, Joy! Uboo, here iſh no- 
ting but ſcribble ſcrabbie Papers, I tink. 
[Pulls out a handful of "Ou 
True. Let me ſee em; they may be of Uſe 
[Loos over the Letters.) For Mr. Richmore 
Does he traffick hereabouts ? 


Aur. That is the Villain that aca have abus'd 


' 
True. Ha! Then he has abus'd you; Villain in- 
Was his Name Naber, Miſtreſs ? 


5 


deed ! 
Luſty _— — ? 


et with 


Ah! 


\ 
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| Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame; a luſty, ugly Fel- 
low. | EN 
True. Let me ſee——whoſe Scrawl is this? [Opens 
the Leiter.) Death and Confuſion to my Sight; Cle/ia! 
My Bride! His Whore, ue paſt 
a Precipice unſeen, which to look back upon ſhivers 
me with Terror. —P—This Night, this very Mo- 
ment, had not my Friend' been in Confinement, had 
not I worn this Dreſs, had not Aurelia been in Danger, 
had not Teague found this Letter, had the leaſt minuteſt 
Circumſtance been omitted, what a Monſter had I been ! 
Miſtreſs, is this ſame Rithmore in the Houſe ſtill, 
think'e? | 

Aur. Tis very probable he may. . 
True. Very well. - Teague, take theſe Ladies 
over to the Tavern, and ftay there till I come to you. 
Madam, (To Aurelia) fear no Injury. your 

Friends are near you. . Ren 

Aur. What does he mean? 

Tea. Come, dear Joy, I vil give you a Pot of Wine, 
out of your own Briberies here. | 
[ Hales out Midnight. Exit Aurelia and Mob. 
| Manet Trueman. 


. 


Enter Richmore. 

Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs 

Fellow, I'll try what my Authority can do 

What's the e, this Riot, Conſtable? I have 

the Commiſſiogy ofthe Peace, and can command you. 

Go about your Buſineſs, and leave your Priſoners with 
me.. 

True. No, Sir; the Priſoners ſhall go about their Bu- 
fineſs, and I'll be left with you —— Look'e, Maſter, 
we don't uſe to make up theſe Matters before Com- 
pany : So you and I muſt be in private a little, = You 
ſay, Sir, that you are a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rich. Yes, Sir; I have my Commiſſion in my Pocket. 
True, I believe it. Now, Sir, one good Turn 
deſerves another : And if you will promiſe to do me 
a Kindneſs, why, you ſhall have as good as you bring. 


ch. 
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True. You muſt know, Sir, there is a Neighbour's 

Daughter that Thad a woundy Kindneſs for: She had 

a very good Repute all over the Pariſh, and might haue 

marry d very handſomely, that I muſt ſay; but I don't 

know how, we came together after a very kindly 

natural manner, and I ſwore, that I muſt ſay, 1 did 

ſwear confoundedly, that I would marry her: But, 

| 5 don't know how, I never car'd for marrying of her 
DES... $4 4 POR | 
Rich. How ſo 1 eee 
True. Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it : 

That was the beſt way, I thought —— The Truth is, 

ſhe has ſome fooliſh Reaſons -to ſay ſhe's with Child, 

and threatens mainly to have me taken up with a War- 
rant, and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, 

Sir, T intend to come before you, and I hope your 

Worſhip will bring me of 

Rich. Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, 
and you ſwore to marry her, you mult do't. 

True. Ay, Maſter; but I am for Liberty and Pro- 

erty. I vote for Parliament-Men : I pay Taxes, and 

iraly I don't,think Matrimony conſiſtent with the Li- 

berty of the Subject. | 

Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice will 


oblige you. | | 

True. Why, if it be the Law of the Land —1 
found a Letter here — I think it is for your Wor- 
ſhip 


Nich. Ay, Sir, how came you by it? | | 
True. By a very firange Accident truly Clilia 
— ſhe-ſays here you ſwore to marry her. Eh! 
Now, Sir, 1 ſuppoſe that what is Law for a 
Petty Conſtable, may be Law for a Juſtice of Peace. 
Nich. This is the oddeſt Fellow | 
True, Here was the t'other Lady that cry'd out fa 
Il warrant now, if I were brought before you for 
raviſhing a Woman——the Gallows wou'd raviſh me 
for'c. | | | 
Rich. But I did not raviſh her. 


True, 
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True, That I'm glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure 
of that. Ai. 

Rech. I don t like this Fellow. Come, Sir, give me 
my Letter, and go about your Buſineſs; I have no more 
to ſay to you. | 

True. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. 

3 „ 5 (Comi to hi 

Rich, What! W 

True, Dog. : $74 4251 + (ethos: 

Rich, Ha ! ſtruck by a Peaſant! Draws.) Slave, thy 
Death is certain. (Runs at Trueman. 

True. O brave Don John, Rape and Murder in one 
Night! | ( Diſarms him, 

Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your 
Priſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to Beggary. I'll 


give ſome Petty-fogger a thouſand Pound to ſtarve thee * 


and thy Family according to Law. | 
True. I'll lay you a thouſand Pound you won't 

| BD ( Diſcovering himſelf, 
Rich. Ghoſts and Apparitions! Trueman / Rn 
True. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my very 


Looks are ſufficient ; and if you have the leaſt Senſe of 


Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your Heart, 


than my Appearance 3s in your Eye.. 
Rich. Truth, by Heavens. | 
True. Think on the Contents of this {/bewing a Lez-. 


tr) think next on me; reflect upon your Villainy to 


Aurclia, then view thyſelf. - 
Rich. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 
True. Forgive thee! (4 Jang Pauſe.) Do one thing, 
and I Will. | | 
Rich. Any thing: I'll beg thy Pardon. 
| True. The Blow excuſes that. | 
Rich, I'll give thee half my Eſtate. 
| True. Mercenary. 
Rich. Il make thee my ſole Heir. 
True. I deſpiſe it. N 
Rich. What ſhall I do? 
True. You ſhall marry. Clelia. 


Rich. How ! that's too hard. 
; 9 


wy 
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True. Too hard ! Why was it then impos'd on me ? 
If you marry her yourſelf, I ſhall believe you intended 
me no Injury: ſo your Behaviour will be juſtified, my 
„ e appeas d, and the Lady's Honour re- 

air d. | | : on 
0 Rich. "Tis infamous. | 

Trne. No, by Heavens, tis Juſtice, and what is juſt 
is honourable: If Promiſes from Man to Man have 
Force, why not from Man to Woman ? Their 
very Weakneſs is the Charter of their Power, and 
they ſhou'd not be injur'd, becauſe they can't return 


. 


It. 


Rich. Return my Sword. "TY 
True. In my Hand *tis the Sword of Juſtice, and I 
ſhou'd not part with it. EC o& | 

Rich. Then ſheath it here, I'll die before I conſent 
ſo baſely. | 55 

True. Conſider, Sir, the Sword is worn for a diſtin- 
guiſhing Mark of Honour —— Promiſe me one, and 
receive t'other. CCC ) 

Rich. I'll promiſe nothing, till J have that in my 
Power. 1 0 „ ER 
True. Take it. > [Throws'him his Sword. 

Rich. I ſcorn to be compell'd even to Juſtice ; and 
now that I may reſiſt, I yield. ——Trz:man, I have 

injur'd thee, and C/e/:a J have ſeverely wrong'd. 

True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir; — and to aggravate 
the Crime, the fair Afflicted loves you. Mark'd you 
with what Confuſion ſhe receiv'd me ? She wept, the 
injur'd Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange Reluctance 
gave conſent; her moving Softneſs pierc'd my Heart, 
tho' I miſtook the Cauſe. | 

Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt; and 
melts it into Tenderneſs, © 8 

True. Indulge it, Sir; Juſtice is noble in any Form; 
think of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, when 
ſhe finds you inſtead of me: You, the dear Diſſembler, 
the Man ſhe loves, the Man ſhe gave for loſt, to find 
him true, return'd, and in her Arms. 8 


Rich, 


* 


Rich. No new Poſſeſſion can give equal Joy : —— 
It ſhall be done, the Prieſt that waits for you ſhall tie 
the Knot this Moment; in the Morning I'll expect 
you'll give me Joy. | [Exir. 
True. So, is not this better now than cutting of 
Throats ? I have got my Revenge, and the Lady will 


have hers without Bloodſhed, 7552 Cs. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment; Conſtance 
and Servant. | 


Ser. He's juſt a coming up, Madam. 


Con. My Civility to this Man will be as great a Con- 


ſtraint upon me, as Rudeneſs wou'd be to his Brother; 


but I muſt bear it a little,” becauſe our Deſigns require 


it; ¶ Exter Y. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks me 
My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. e 

Y. V. Madam, tis only in your Power to give it; 
and wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really 
proud of, it ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt Servant. 

Con. IL never admitted any body to the Title of an 
humble Servant, that I did not intend ſhould command 
me; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you 


ſhall begin when you pleaſe, provided you take upon 


you the Authority When I have a mind. 

v. V. Our Sex, Madam, make much better Lovers 
than Huſbands; and I think it highly unreaſonable, 
that you ſhou'd put yourſelf in my Power, when you 
can ſo abſolutely keep me in yours. 

Con. No, my Lord, we never truly command till 


we have given our Promiſe to obey ; and we are never 
in more danger of being made Slaves, than when we 


have 'em at our Feet, 3 | 

V. V. True, Madam, the greateſt Empires are in 

moſt danger of falling ; but it is better to be abſolute 

there, than to act by a Prerogative that is confin'd. 
Con. Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution 

we live under ; I'm for a limited Power, or none at 

all, | 


v. 1. 
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9 2 1. You have. ſo much the Heart of the Subje& 
Madam, that you may rule as you pleaſe ; but you 
have weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your 
Eyes bave already play'd the Tyrant. I think 
one Pereilege: of the People is to kiſs their Sovereign's 
Hand. [Taking her Hand, 

Cin. Not til they have taken the Oaths, my Lord; 
and he thatrefuſes themin the Form the Law preſcribes, 
is, I think, na better than a Rebel. 

V. . By Shrines and Altars, ( Kneeling ) by all that 
you think juſt, and I hold good, by this, (Taking her 
Hand 4 the faireſt, and the deareſt Vow—-— (King 

Ber Hand. 

Con. Fie, my Lord. (Seemingly yielding. ) 

V. W. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me Tidings 
from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy). 

Con. Wou'd not you deſpiſe a Conqueſt fo eaſily 

aindꝰ 
a Y. M. Yours will be the Conqueſt, and I ſhall de- 
ipils,; all the World but you. 

Cox. But will you promiſe to make no Attempts 


upon my Honour? 
V. V. That's fooliſh. (Alide. Not Angels ſent on 


Meſſages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence. 


Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure. ( 4/id?.) My Lord, 
PI ſend one to conduct you, (Exit, 

V. V. Ha, ha, ha; no Attempts upon her Ho- 
nour? When I can find the Place where it lies, I'll tell 
her more of my Mind Now do I feel ten thou- 
ſand Cxpids tickling me all over with the Points of 
their Arrows. - Where's my Delormity now? I 


have read ſomewhere theſe Lines : 


. Tho" Nature cal me in a rugged Meuld, 
Since Fate has chang'd the Bullion into Gold; 
20 upid returns, breaks all bis Shafts of Lead, 
. And tips each Arrow: with a Golden Head. | 
| Feather d with Title, the gay hordly Dart 3 * 
Flies proud. an, a chi-. every Virgin's Heart þ 


Sells with Subities io receive the mart, 
7 : Enter 


* CY 
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Enter E'a&r Wou'dbe behind bim. 
E. W. Thus to aden Dramatick Story, 
Stage Hero flruts in borrow'd Glory, 
Preud and Auguſt as ever Min ſaw, 
And ends his Empire in a Stanza. 
2 [Slaps him on the Shoulder. 


V. V. Ha! my Brother! 

E. V. No, perfidious Man; all Kindred and Refa- 
tion I difown : The poor Attempts upon my Fo:tune 
I cou'd pardon, but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love, 
J can never forgive; my Honour, Birthright, 
Riches, All I cou'd more freely ſpare, than the leaft 
Thought of thy prevailing here. 5 | 

Y. V. How! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be the 
fair Delufions of her Sex; whilſt only Man oppos'd 
my Cunning, I ſtood ſecure ; but ſoon as Woman in- 
terpos'd, Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was im- 
mediately on her fide. Well, Sir, much good 
may do you with your Miſtreſs, and may you love and 
live, and ſtarve together. [CC ing. 

E. V. Hold, Sir, I was lately your Priſoner, now 
you are mine; when the Ejectment is executed, you 
ſhall be at Liberty. 

V. V. Ejeciment! | 

E. W. Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Friencs 
have purg'd my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
riotous Swarm that you had hiv'd together. 

Y. W. Confuſion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the Elder, 
and will be obey'd. [ Draws. 
E. V. Dar ſt thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly ? 

V. W. I dare, and will, to the laſt Drop of my in- 
veterate Blood. (7 hey' fight. 


Euter | 
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Enter Trueman and Teague. Trueman Arier down 
5 | their Swords. p 
True. Hold, hold ! my Lord, I have brought thoſe 
ſhall ſoon decide the Controverſy. F 
V. V. If I miſtake not, this is the Villain that de- 
coy'd me abroad. | 
[ Runs at Trueman, Teague catches lis Arm 
E PIETY behind, and _ away his Sword. 
Tea. Ay, be me Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſht Guard 
upon the Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man behind 
CTX Ce an. 
True. My Lord, a Word: [V hiſpers E. Wou'dbe ] 
Now, Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear tbis venerable Lady. 
[Goes to the Deor and brings in Midnight. 
E. V. Midnight in Cuſtody ! | | 
Tea. In my Cuſhtody, fet. f 
True, Now, Madam, you know what Puniſhment 
is deſtin'd for the Injury offer'd to Aurelia, if you don't 
immediately confeſs the Truth. | i 
Mid. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive me) 
[Weeping] I muſt own, that Hermes, as he was ſtill 
eſteem'd, ſo he is the Firſt-born. | 
Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule. 
V. V. That Confeſſion is extorted by Fear, and 
therefore of no Force. 7 m_— 
True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter to her, with 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of 
Five-hundred Pound a Year to ſwear in your Behalf. 
Tea. Dat was Teague's finding out, and I believe 
St. Patrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her Pockets. 


Enter Conſtance and Aurelia. | 

Con. I hope, Mr. Won abe, you will make no At- 
tempts upon my Perſon. 

Y. V. Damn your Perſon. 

E. . But pray, Madam, where have you been all 

this Evening ? [Te Aurelia. 


Aur . 


' 
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Aur. Very buſy, I can aſſure you, Sir; here's an 

honeſt Conſtable that I could find in my Heart to 
marry, had the greaſy Rogue but one Drop of genteel 
Blood in his Veins ; what's become of him? _ 

5 [Looking about. 

Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a Conſtable 

Aur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had not 
come in a very critical Minute, by this Time I had 
been glad to marry any Body. - 


True, I-take you at your Word, Madam, you hall 


marry him this Moment; and if you don't ſay that I 
have genteel Blood in my Veins by to-morrow Morn- 
ing | | 

Aur. And was it you, Sir ? | 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be aſham'd; I found 
you a little in the acbabilee, that's the Truth on't, but 

you made a brave Defence. 

Aur, J am oblig'd to you; and tho? you were a lit- 

tle whimſical to day, this late Adventure has taught 


me how dangerous it is to provoke a Gentleman by ill 


Uſage; therefore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew 


us a good Example, I think we muſt follow our Lea» 
ders, Captain, 

True, As boldly as when Honour calls. 

Con. My Lord, there was taken among your Bro- 
ther's jovial Crew, his Friend Sabileman, whom we 
have taken care to ſecure. | : 

E. V. For him the Pillory ; for you, Madam 

a „ [To Midnight. 
Tea. Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſhter 
Fuller. 
E. V. For you, Brother 
V. V. Poverty and Contempt 


To which 1 yield as to a milder Fate, 


Than Obligations from the Man I hate. Ext. 


E. 7. Then take thy Wiſh —— And now, I hope, 
all Parties have receiv'd their due Rewards and Puniſh- 
ments. a 7 

8. 
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gs. The Troin-Rivals. 
' Tea, But what will you do for poor 7 eagat, Maiſh- 
« - of 
E. V. What ſhall J do for thee ? 
Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy. 
E. V. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualify'd, Man. 
Tea. Leſt, fet am I I can take the Oats, and 
I can be an honeſht Man myſhelf, 
and keep a great Rogue for my Clerk. _ 
E. VW. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and 
now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs 


Let none deſpair aohate er their Fortune . 
Fortune muſt yield, avcu'd Men but act like ne. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſt, 
Be active when jour Right is in Conteſt ; | 
Be true to Love, and 1 abi do the * J 


. 


E P I L 0G WW 


Spoken by. Mrs. HO O K. 


But now weak Woman is bis ſafeft Caſt, 
To bring him off with Quarter at the laſt : 
Not that he's wrain to think, that I can ſay, 
Or be can write fine Things to help the Play. 
The various Scenes have drain'd his Strength and Artz 
Lud I, you know, had a hard ftruggling Part : 
But then he brought me off with Life and Limb; 
Ah Mou that I cou'd do as much for him—— 
Stay, let me think——your Favours to excite, 
 J fill muſt act the Part I play to-night. 
For whaiſo&er may be your fly Pretence, 
You like thoſe beſt that mate the beſt Defence: 
But this is needleſs is in vain to crave it, 
I uu have damn'd the Play, no Power can ſave ir; 
Not all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome; 
Not Shakeſpear, Johnſon, cou'd revoke its Doom 
Nay, what is more if once your Anger rouſes, 
Not all the courted Beauties of beth Houſes. 
He avou'd have ended here, — but I thought meet, ? 
| To tell him there was lift one Jafe Retreat, 7 
Protection ſacred at the Ladies Feet. | 4 


UR Poet oped with a loud warlike Blaſt, | 


>” po ofa. 
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To that he anſwer d in ſubmiſſive Strain, 3 
He paid all Homage to this Female Reign, 

And therefore turn d bis Satyr *gainſt.the Men. 
From your great Queen, this ſovereign Right ye draw, 
To heep the Wits, as ſbe the World, in Awe. f 
To her bright Sceptre, your bright Eyes they bowz 

Such awful Splendor fits on every Brow, N 

All Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now. | 

The Play can tell with what poetich Care, 

He labour d to redreſs the imjur'd-Fair, | 


And if you wwor't prote?, the Man avill damn him there. 


T hen ſave the Muſe that flies to you for Aid; 
Perhaps my poor Requeſt may ſome perſuade, 
Becauſe it is the firft I ever made, e 


PLAYS Printed 


for T. Lownps. 


BICKERST AFF's unburied Dead. A Farce, 18. 


Plays written by ſeveral Hands. 
each. 


OLIVER CROMWELL : A New Hiſtorical Play. 
By Mr. Green. To which 


I'S. 6d. 


is prefix d, An Extract of 


his LIFE; Or, a ſhort Journal of the Riſe and Pro- 
greſs of Oliver Cromwell: With his Head, from a 
Painting of Cooper's, and engrav'd by Mr. Vandergecht. 


' KING CHARLES 


the FIRST: An Hiſtorical | 


Tragedy, By Mr. Havard. With a Curious Frontiſ- 
piece, repreſenting his taking his Farewel of his Chils 


By Mr. Pandergucht. 


At this ſad Scene who can from Tears refrain? 


The Parricide, or Inno- 
cence in Diſtreſs. By 
Mr. Shirley. 

Papal Tyranny in the Reign 
of King John. By Co/- 
ley Cibber, Eſq; 

a» The Modiſh Couple. By 

_ » Charles Bodens, Eſq; 

The Independent Patriot. 


Buy Francis Lynch, Eſq; 


'The Corniſh Squire. By 
Sir J. Vanbrugb. 
Timon in Love; or, the 
Innocent Theft. By 7. 
LY Ralph, | mY | 
The Lover. By Mr. C:bber, 
The Diſſembled Wanton, 
or, my Son get Money. 
By L. Welfed, Eſq; 


The Widow bewitch'd. A 


Comedy. By John Mot- 
tely, Eſq; 


Athelwood. Ditto. 


Czliaz or, the Perjur'd 
Lover. By Mr. Ch. 
Jobnſon. | 
Periander, King of Corinth, 
By John Tracy, Elq; © 
Momus turn'd Fabuliſt, or 
Vulcan's Wedding. 


Ralph, Eſq; 5 

Highland Fair, or the Uni- 
on of the Clans. By Mr. 

Mit C Bell. | 


Timoleon. By B. Martyn, : 


Eſq; | 
The Fate of Villany. By 
Mr. Walker. z 
Double Falfhood ; or the 
Diſtreſt Lovers. By V. 
Shakeſpear. 


The Prodigal. By Thomas 


Odell, Eſq; 


Roman Revenge, By 4. 
Hill, Eſq; | 


Scanderbeg: A Tragedy. 


Faſhionable Lady. By J. 
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OPERAS /j# to 


Britons Strike Home ; or 
The Sailor's Rehearſal. 
Chamber-Maid. The 
e, Rake, and Coim 

try Laſs. Theſe three 
by W. Phillips, Eſq; 

The Devil to Pay; or, The 
Wives Metamorphos'd. 

Buy Charlis Coffey. 

The Merry Cobler; or, 


Mic. 15. each, 
Devil to pay. 


The Lover's Opera. Ge- 


Prompter at Drury-Lane. 
The Lover his own Rival. 


tioneer. 


The Quaker 's Opera. By 


The Second Part of the 


| Mr. Malter. 


l. iiten by the late Mr. Miller, of Wadham- College, 
Oxford. 


15. 6d. each. 
Mahomet. A Tragedy. 
The Humours of Oxford. 
The Mother-in-law, or the 

Doctor the Diſeaſe. 
The Man of Taſte. 
The Univerſal Paſſion. 
Art and Natuie. | 
Plays in 12m. 


| Provok's Hoſband, or Journey to London. 
 Fanburgh and Col'ey Cibler, Eſq; Journey to London, be- 
ng the Partfirſt wrote by Sir John Vanburgh. 


Secret. By Mr. 7. Jeobal,. 
Shift. Double Gallant. 
SGameſter. Buſy Body. 

cret. Artifice. 


FARCES. 
1s. each. 
The Coffee- Houſe. 
An Hoſpital for Fools. 
The Picture, or Cuckold 
"21h ene... 


Cruel Gift. By Mrs. Cent-Liwvre. 


"af 6 Pence 1 


The Fatal 


Ladies laſt Stake. Loves laſt 


Cæſar in Egypt. By C. Ciòber. 
Wonder, a Woman keeps a Se- 


Lu = 


cus Junius Brutus. By Mr. Duxcombe. Anna Bullen, by = 


Banks. { 
by V. oltaire. 
to Pay. 


To which is prefix'd, An Eſſay on Tragedy 
Athaliah. By M. Duncombe, 
King Henry the Fifth; or, The Conqueſt of 


nerous Free Maſon. Thefe 
two by Mr. Chetavood. Late 


The Devil 


France by the Engliſh. Zara, a Tr agedy. Fatal Extra- 
Sir Harry Wil- 


vagance. Theſe three by A. Hiil, Eſq; 
dair, Inconſtant. Beaux Stratagem. Twin Rivals. Re- 
cruiting Officer. By Farquhar. "Far! of Eſſex. George 


Barnwell, By Lilias. Jane Grey and Jane Shore, both by 
Kowwe. Tender Huſband. *Lying Lovers, Conſcious Lo- 
vers. Theſe three by Sir Richard Steele, Tunbridge Walks. 
By Baker. Phedra and Hypolitus. By Smith, Won 
is a Riddle. By Kitl. Bullock, Woman's Revenge. 


By Mr. Langſford, Auc- - 


i 
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By Sir John 


